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THE SUICIDE CLUB. 



STORY OF THE YOUNG MAN WITH THE CREAM TARTS. 

During his residence in London, the accomplished 
Prince Florizel of Bohemia gained the affection of 
all classes by the seduction of his manner and by a 
well-considered generosity. He was a remarkable 
man even by what was known of him ; and that 
was but a small part of what he actually did. 
Although of a placid temper in ordinary circum- 
stances, and accustomed to take the world with as 
much philosophy as any ploughman, the Prince of 
Bohemia was not without a taste for ways of life 
more adventurous and eccentric than that to which 
he was destined by his birth. Now and then, when 
he fell into a low humour, when there was no 
laughable play to witness in any of the London 
theatres, and when the season of the year was un- 
suitable to those field sports in which he excelled all 
competitors, he would summon his confidant and 
Master of the Horse, Colonel Geraldine, and bid 
him prepare himself against an evening ramble. 
The Master of the Horse was a young officer of a 
brave and even temerarious disposition. He greeted 
the news with delight, and hastened to make ready. 
Long practice and a varied acquaintance of life had 
given him a singular facility in disguise ; he could 
adapt not only his face and bearing, but his voice 
and almost his thoughts, to those of any rank, cha- 
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2 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

racter, or nation ; and in this way he diverted 
attention from the Prince, and sometimes gained 
admission for the pair into strange societies. The 
civil authorities were never taken into the secret of 
these adventures ; the imperturbable courage of the 
one and the ready invention and chivalrous devotion 
of the other had brought them through a score of 
dangerous passes ; and they grew in confidence as 
time went on. 

One evening in March they were driven by a 
sharp fall of sleet into an Oyster Bar in the imme- 
diate neighbourhood of Leicester Square. Colonel 
Greraldine was dressed and painted to represent a 
person connected with the Press in reduced circum- 
stances ; while the Prince had, as usual, travestied 
his appearance by the addition of false whiskers and 
a pair of large adhesive eyebrows. These lent him 
a shaggy and weather-beaten air, which, for one of 
his urbanity, formed the most impenetrable disguise. 
Thus equipped, the commander and his satellite 
sipped their brandy and soda in security. 

The bar was full of guests, male and female ; but 
though more than one of these offered to fall into 
talk with our adventurers, none of them promised to 
grow interesting upon a nearer acquaintance. There 
was nothing present but the lees of London and the 
commonplace of disrespectability ; and the Prince 
had already fallen to yawning, and was beginning to 
grow weary of the whole excursion, when the swing 
doors were pushed violently open, and a young man, 
followed by a couple of commissionaires, entered the 
bar. Each of the commissionaires carried a large 
dish of cream tarts under a cover, which they at 
once removed ; and the young man made the round 
of the company, and pressed these confections upon 
everyone's acceptance with an exaggerated courtesy. 
Sometimes his offer was laughingly accepted ; some- 
times it was firmly, or even harshly, rejected. In 
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these latter cases the new-comer always ate the tart 
himself, with some more or less humorous com- 
mentary. 

At last he accosted Prince Florizel. 

' Sir,' said he, with a profound obeisance, proffer- 
ing the tart at the same time between his thumb 
and forefinger, ' will you so far honour an entire 
stranger ? I can answer for the quality of the 
pastry, having eaten two dozen and three of them 
myself since five o'clock.' 

' I am in the habit,' replied the Prince, ' of 
looking not so much to the nature of a gift as to 
the spirit in which it is offered.' 

' The spirit, sir,' returned the young man, with 
another bow, ' is one of mockery.' 

' Mockery ? ' repeated Florizel. * And whom do 
you propose to mock ? ' 

' I am not here to expound my philosophy,' 
replied the other, 'but to distribute these cream 
tarts. If I mention that I heartily include myself 
in the ridicule of the transaction, I hope you will 
consider honour satisfied and condescend. If not, 
you will constrain me to eat my twenty-eighth, and 
I own to being weary of the exercise.' 

' You touch me,' said the Prince, ' and I have all 
the will in the world to rescue you from this 
dilemma, but upon one condition. If my friend 
and I eat your cakes — for which we have neither 
of us any natural inclination — we shall expect you 
to join us at supper by way of recompense.' 

The young man seemed to reflect. 

' I have still several dozen upon hand,' he said at 
last ; ' and that will make it necessary for me to 
visit several more bars before my great affair is con- 
cluded. This will take some time ; and if you are 
hungry -' 

The Prince interrupted him with a polite gesture. 

* My friend and I will accompany you,' he said ; 
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* for we have already a deep interest in your very 
agreeable mode of passing an evening. And now 
that the preliminaries of peace are settled, allow me 
to sign the treaty for both.' 

And the Prince swallowed the tart with the best 
grace imaginable. 

' It is delicious,' said he. 

*I perceive you are a connoisseur,' replied the 
young man. 

Colonel Greraldine likewise did honour to the 
pastry ; and everyone in that bar having now either 
accepted or refused his delicacies, the young man 
with the cream tarts led the way to another and 
similar establishment. The two commissionaires, 
who seemed to have grown accustomed to their 
absurd employment, followed immediately after ; 
and the Prince and the Colonel brought up the rear, 
arm in arm, and smiling to each other as they went. 
In this order the company visited two other taverns, 
where scenes were enacted of a like nature to that 
already described — some refusing, some accepting, 
the favours of this vagabond hospitality, and the 
young man himself eating each rejected tart. 

On leaving the third saloon the young man 
counted his store. There were but nine remaining, 
three in one tray and six in the other. 

' Gentlemen,' said he, addressing himself to his 
two new followers, ' I am unwilling to delay your 
supper. I am positively sure you must be hungry. 
I feel that I owe you a special consideration. And 
on this great day for me, when I am closing a career 
of folly by my most conspicuously silly action, I 
wish to behave handsomely to all who give me 
countenance. Gentlemen, you shall wait no longer. 
Although my constitution is shattered by previous 
excesses, at the risk of my life I liquidate the sus- 
pensory condition.' 

With these words he crushed the nine remaining 
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tarts into his mouth, and swallowed them at a single 
movement each. Then, turning to the commis- 
sionaires, he gave them a couple of sovereigns. 

' I have to thank you,' said he, ' for your extra- 
ordinary patience.' 

And he dismissed them with a bow apiece. For 
some seconds he stood looking at the purse from 
which he had just paid his assistants, then, with a 
laugh, he tossed it into the middle of the street, 
and signified his readiness for supper. 

In a small French restaurant in Soho, which had 
enjoyed an exaggerated reputation for some little 
while, but had already begun to be forgotten, and 
in a private room up two pair of stairs, the three 
companions made a very elegant supper, and drank 
three or four bottles of champagne, talking the 
while upon indifferent subjects. The young man 
was fluent and gay, but he laughed louder than was 
natural in a person of polite breeding; his hands 
trembled violently, and his voice took sudden and 
surprising inflections, which seemed to be inde- 
pendent of his will. The dessert had been cleared 
away, and all three had lighted their cigars, when 
the Prince addressed him in these words : — 

' You will, I am sure, pardon my curiosity. 
What I have seen of you has greatly pleased but 
even more puzzled me. And though I should be 
loth to seem indiscreet, I must tell you that my 
friend and I are persons very well worthy to be 
entrusted with a secret. We have many of our own, 
which we are continually revealing to improper ears, 
And if, as I suppose, your story is a silly one, you 
need have no delicacy with us, who are two of the 
silliest men in England. My name is Godall, 
Theophilus Grodall ; my friend is Major Alfred 
Hammersmith — or at least, such is the name by 
which he chooses to be known. We pass our lives 
entirely in the search for extravagant adventures; 
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and there is no extravagance with which we are not 
capable of sympathy.' 

' I like you, Mr. Grodall,' returned the young 
man; 'you inspire me with a natural confidence; 
and I have not the slightest objection to your friend 
the Major, whom I take to be a nobleman in mas- 
querade. At least, I am sure he is no soldier.' 

The Colonel smiled at this compliment to the 
perfection of his art ; and the young man went on 
in a more animated manner. 

' There is every reason why I should not tell you 
my story. Perhaps that is just the reason why I am 
going to do so. At least, you seem so well prepared 
to hear a tale of silliness that I cannot find it in my 
heart to disappoint you. My name, in spite of your 
example, I shall keep to myself. My age is not 
essential to the narrative. I am descended from my 
ancestors by ordinary generation, and from them I 
inherited the very eligible human tenement which I 
still occupy and a fortune of three hundred pounds a 
year. I suppose they also handed on to me a hare- 
brain humour, which it has been my chief delight to 
indulge. I received a good education. I can play 
the violin nearly well enough to earn money in the 
orchestra of a penny gaff, but not quite. The same 
remark applies to the flute and the French horn. I 
learned enough of whist to lose about a hundred a 
year at that scientific game. My acquaintance with 
French was sufficient to enable me to squander 
money in Paris with almost the same facility as in 
London. In short, I am a person full of manly 
•accomplishments. I have had every sort of adven- 
ture, including a duel about nothing. Only two 
months ago I met a young lady exactly suited to my 
taste in mind and body; I found my heart melt ; I 
saw that I had come upon my fate at last, and was in 
the way to fall in love. But when I came to reckon 
up what remained to me of my capital, I found 
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it amounted to something less than four hundred 
pounds ! I ask you fairly — can a man who respects 
himself fall in love on four hundred pounds ? I 
concluded, certainly not ; left the presence of my 
charmer, and slightly accelerating my usual rate of 
expenditure, came this morning to my last eighty 
pounds. This I divided into two equal parts ; forty 
I reserved for a particular purpose; the remaining 
forty I was to dissipate before the night. I have 
passed a very entertaining day, and played many 
farces besides that of the cream tarts which procured 
me the advantage of your acquaintance ; for I was 
determined, as I told you, to bring a foolish career 
to a still more foolish conclusion ; and when you saw 
me throw my purse into the street, the forty pounds 
were at an end. Now you know me as well as I 
know myself : a fool but consistent in his folly ; 
and, as I will ask you to believe, neither a 
whimperer nor a coward.' 

From the whole tone of the young man's state- 
ment it was plain that he harboured very bitter and 
contemptuous thoughts about himself. His auditors 
were led to imagine that his love affair was nearer 
his heart than he admitted, and that he had a design 
on his own life. The farce of the cream tarts began 
to have very much the air of a tragedy iu disguise. 

' Why, is this not odd,' broke out Greraldine, 
giving a look to Prince Florizel, ' that we three 
fellows should have met by the merest accident in 
so large a wilderness as London, and should be so 
nearly in the same condition ? ' 

' How ? ' cried the young man. ' Are you, too, 
ruined ? Is this supper a folly like my cream tarts ? 
Has the devil brought three of his own together for 
a last carouse ? ' 

' The devil, depend upon it, can sometimes do a 
very gentlemanly thing,' returned Prince Florizel ; 
' and I am so much touched by this coincidence, 
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that, although we are not entirely in the same case, 
I am going to put an end to the disparity. Let 
your heroic treatment of the last cream tarts be my 
example.' 

So saying, the Prince drew out his purse and 
took from it a small bundle of bank-notes. 

' You see, I was a week or so behind you, but I 
mean to catch you up and come neck and neck into 
the winning-post,' he continued. ' This,' laying one 
of the notes upon the table, ' will suffice for the bill. 
As for the rest ' 

He tossed them into the fire, and they went up 
the chimney in a single blaze. 

The young man tried to catch his arm, but as the 
table was between them his interference came too 
late. 

' Unhappy man,' he cried, ' you should not have 
burned them all ! You should have kept fortj 
pounds.' 

' Forty pounds ! ' repeated the Prince. ' Why, 
in heaven's name, forty pounds ? ' 

' Why not eighty ? ' cried the Colonel ; ' for to 
my certain knowledge there must have been a 
hundred in the bundle.' 

' It was only forty pounds he needed,' said the 
young man gloomily. 'But without them there is 
no admission. The rule is strict. Forty pounds for 
each. Accursed life, where a man cannot even die 
without money ! ' 

The Prince and the Colonel exchanged glances. 

' Explain yourself,' said the latter. ' I have 
still a pocket-book tolerably well lined, and I need 
not say how readily I should share my wealth with 
Godall. But I must know to what end : you must 
certainly tell us what you mean.' 

The young man seemed to awaken ; he looked 
uneasily from one to the other, and his face flushed 
deeply. 
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' You are not fooling me ? ' he asked. * You are 
indeed ruined men like me ? ' 

' Indeed, I am for my part,' replied the Colonel. 

' And for mine,' said the Prince, ' I have given 
you proof. Who but a ruined man would throw his 
notes into the fire? The action speaks for itself.' 

' A ruined man — yes,' returned the other sus- 
piciously, ' or else a millionaire.' 

' Enough, sir,' said the Prince ; ' I have said go, 
and I am not accustomed to have my word remain 
in doubt.' 

' Euined ? ' said the young man. ' Are you 
ruined, like me ? Are you, after a life of in- 
dulgence, come to such a pass that you can only 
indulge yourself in one thing more ? Are you ' — he 
kept lowering his voice as he went on — 'are you 
going to give yourselves that last indulgence ? Are 
you going to avoid the consequences of your folly by 
the one infallible and easy path? Are you going to 
give the slip to the sheriffs officers of conscience by 
the one open door ? ' 

Suddenly he broke off and attempted to 
laugh. 

' Here is your health ! ' he cried, emptying his 
glass, 'and good night to you, my merry ruined 
men.' 

Colonel Greraldine caught him by the arm as he 
was about to rise. 

'You lack confidence in us,' he said, 'and you 
are wrong. To all your questions I make answer in 
the affirmative. But I am not so timid, and can 
speak the Queen's English plainly. We too, like 
yourself, have had enough of life, and are determined 
to die. Sooner or later, alone or together, we 
meant to seek out death and beard him where he 
lies ready. Since we have met you, and your case is 
more pressing, let it be to-night — and at once — and, 
if you will, all three together. Such a penniless 
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trio,' he cried, ' should go arm in arm into the halls 
of Pluto, and give each other some countenance 
among the shades ! ' 

Geraldine had hit exactly on the manners and 
intonations that became the part he was playing. 
The Prince himself was disturbed, and looked over 
at his confidant with a shade of doubt. As for the 
young man, the flush came back darkly into his 
cheek, and his eyes threw out a spark of light. 

' You are the men for me ! ' he cried, with an 
almost terrible gaiety. ' Shake hands upon the 
bargain ! ' (his hand was cold and wet). ' You little 
know in what a company you will begin the march I 
You little know in what a happy moment for your- 
selves you partook of my cream tarts ! I am only a 
unit, but 1 am a unit in an army. I know Death's 
private door. I am one of his familiars, and can 
show you into eternity without ceremony and yet 
without scandal.' 

They called upon him eagerly to explain his 
meaning. 

' Can you muster eighty pounds between you ? ' 
he demanded. 

Geraldine ostentatiously consulted his pocket- 
book, and replied in the affirmative. 

' Fortunate beings ! ' cried the young man. 
'Forty pounds is the entry money of the Suicide 
Club.' 

' The Suicide Club,' said the Prince, ' why, what 
the devil is that ? ' 

' Listen,' said the young man ; ' this is the age 
of conveniences, and I have to tell you of the last 
perfection of the sort. We have affairs in different 
places ; and hence railways were invented. Kail- 
ways separated us infallibly from our friends ; and 
so telegraphs were made that we might communi- 
cate speedily at great distances. Even in hotels 
we have lifts to spare us a climb of some hundred 
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Bteps. Now, we know that life is only a stage to 
play the fool upon as long as the part amuses us. 
There was one more convenience lacking to modern 
comfort ; a decent, easy way to quit that stage ; the 
back stairs to liberty ; or, as I said this moment, 
Death's private door. This, my two fellow-rebels, is 
supplied by the Suicide Club. Do not suppose that 
you and I are alone, or even exceptional, in the 
highly reasonable desire that we profess. A large 
number of our fellowmen, who have grown heartily 
sick of the performance in which they are expected 
to join daily and all their lives long, are only kept 
from flight by one or two considerations. Some 
have families who would be shocked, or even 
blamed, if the matter became public ; others have a 
weakness at heart and recoil from the circumstances 
of death. That is, to some extent, my own experi- 
ence. I cannot put a pistol to my head and draw 
the trigger ; for something stronger than myself 
withholds the act ; and although I loathe life, I 
have not strength enough in my body to take hold 
of death and be done with it. For such as I, and 
for all who desire to be out of the coil without 
posthumous scandal, the Suicide Club has been 
inaugurated. How this has been managed, what is 
its history, or what may be its ramifications in other 
lands, I am myself uninformed ; and what I know of 
its constitution, I am not at liberty to communicate 
to you. To this extent, however, I am at your 
service. If you are truly tired of life, I will 
introduce you to-night to a meeting ; and if not 
to-night, at least some time within the week, you 
will be easily relieved of your existences. It is now 
(consulting his watch) eleven ; by half-past, at 
latest, we must leave this place ; so that you have 
half an hour before you to consider my proposal. It 
is more serious than a cream tart,' he added, with 
a smile ; ' and I suspect more palatable.' 
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' More serious, certainly,' returned Colonel Geral- 
dine ; ' and as it is so much more so, will you allow 
me five minutes' speech in private with my friend, 
Mr. G-odall ? ' 

' It is only fair,' answered the young man. * If 
you will permit, I will retire.' 

' You will be very obliging,' said the Colonel. 

As soon as the two were alone — ' What,' said 
Prince Florizel, ( is the use of this confabulation, 
Greraldine ? I see you are flurried, whereas my mind 
is very tranquilly made up. I will see the end of this.' 

' Your Highness,' said the Colonel turning pale ; 
' let me ask you to consider the importance of your 
life, not only to your friends, but to the public 
interest. " If not to-night," said this madman ; 
but supposing that to-night some irreparable disaster 
were to overtake your Highness's person, what, let 
me ask you, what would be my despair, and what the 
concern and disaster of a great nation ? ' 

' I will see the end of this,' repeated the Prince 
in his most deliberate tones ; ' and have the kind- 
ness, Colonel Geraldine, to remember and respect 
your word of honour as a gentleman. Under no 
circumbtances, recollect, nor without my special 
authority, are you to betray the incognito under 
which I choose to go abroad. These were my com- 
mands, which I now reiterate. And now,' he added, 
' let me ask you to call for the bill.' 

Colonel Greraldine bowed in submission ; but he 
had a very white face as he summoned the young 
man of the cream tarts, and issued his directions to 
the waiter. The Prince preserved his undisturbed 
demeanour, and described a Palais Eoyal farce to the 
young suicide with great humour and gusto. He 
avoided the Colonel's appealing looks without osten- 
tation, and selected another cheroot with more than 
usual care. Indeed, he was now the only man of the 
party who kept any command over his nerves. 



THE SUICIDE CLUB. 13 

The bill was discharged, the Prince giving the 
whole change of the note to the astonished waiter ; 
and the three drove off in a four-wheeler. They 
were not long upon the way before the cab stopped 
at the entrance to a rather dark court. Here all 
descended. 

After (xeraldine had paid the fare, the young 
man turned, and addressed Prince Florizel as 
follows : — 

' It is still time, Mr. (rodall, to make good your 
escape into thraldom. And for you too, Major Ham- 
mersmith. Eeflect well before you take another step ; 
and if your hearts say no — here are the cross-roads.' 

* Lead on, sir,' said the Prince. ' I am not the 
man to go back from a thing once said.' 

' Your coolness does me good,' replied their 
guide. ' I have never seen anyone so unmoved at 
this conjuncture ; and yet you are not the first whom 
I have escorted to this door. More than one of my 
friends has preceded me, where I knew I must 
shortly follow. But this is of no interest to you. 
Wait me here for only a few moments ; I shall 
return as soon as I have arranged the preliminaries 
of your introduction.' 

And with that the young man, waving his hand 
to his companions, turned into the court, entered a 
doorway and disappeared. 

' Of all our follies,' said Colonel Greraldine in a 
low voice, ' this is the wildest and most dangerous.' 

' I perfectly believe so,' returned the Prince. 

' We have still,' pursued the Colonel, ' a moment 
to ourselves. Let me beseech your Highness to 
profit by the opportunity and retire. The conse- 
quences of this step are so dark, and may be so 
grave, that I feel myself justified in pushing a 
little farther than usual the liberty which your 
Highness is so condescending as to allow me in 
private.' 
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' Am I to understand that Colonel Greraldine ia 
afraid ? ' asked his Highness, taking his cheroot from 
his lips, and looking keenly into the other's face. 

' My fear is certainly not personal,' replied the 
other proudly ; ' of that your Highness may rest well 
assured/ 

' I had supposed as much,' returned the Prince, 
with undisturbed good humour ; ' but I was un- 
willing to remind you of the difference in our 
stations. No more — no more,' he added, seeing 
Geraldine about to apologise, ' you stand excused.' 

And he smoked placidly, leaning against a railing, 
until the young man returned. 

'Well,' he asked, 'has our reception been ar- 
ranged ? ' 

' Follow me,' was the reply. * The President will 
see you in the cabinet. And let me warn you to be 
frank in your answers. I have stood your guarantee ; 
but the club requires a searching inquiry before ad- 
mission ; for the indiscretion of a single member 
would lead to the dispersion of the whole society for 



ever.' 



The Prince and Greraldine put their heads to- 
gether for a moment. ' Bear me out in this,' said 
the one ; and ' bear me out in that,' said the other ; 
and by boldly taking up the characters of men with 
whom both were acquainted, they had come to an 
agreement in a twinkling, and were ready to follow 
their guide into the President's cabinet. 

There were no formidable obstacles to pass. The 
outer door stood open ; the door of the cabinet was 
ajar ; and there, in a small but very high apart- 
ment, the young man left them once more. 

'He will be here immediately,' he said with a 
nod, as he disappeared. 

Voices were audible in the cabinet through the 
folding doors which formed one end ; and now and 
then the noise of a champagne cork, followed by a 
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burst of laughter, intervened among the sounds of 
conversation. A single tall window looked out upon 
the river and the embankment ; and by the dispo- 
sition of the lights they judged themselves not far 
from Charing Cross station. The furniture was 
scanty, and the coverings worn to the thread ; and 
there was nothing movable except a hand-bell in the 
centre of a round table, and the hats and coats of a 
considerable party hung round the wall on pegs. 

' What sort of a den is this ? ' said Geraldine. 

' That is what I have come to see,' replied the 
Prince. ' If they keep live devils on the premises, 
the thing may grow amusing.' 

Just then the folding door was opened no more 
than was necessary for the passage of a human body ; 
and there entered at the same moment a louder 
buzz of talk, and the redoubtable President of the 
Suicide Club. The President was a man of fifty or 
upwards ; large and rambling in his gait, with 
shaggy side whiskers, a bald top to his head, and a 
veiled grey eye, which now and then emitted a 
twinkle. His mouth, which embraced a large cigar, 
he kept continually screwing round and round and 
from side to side, as he looked sagaciously and 
coldly at the strangers. He was dressed in light 
tweeds, with his neck very open in a striped shirt 
collar ; and carried a minute book under one arm. 

' Good evening,' said he, after he had closed the 
door behind him. 'I am told you wish to speak 
with me.' 

' We have a desire, sir, to join the Suicide Club,' 
replied the Colonel. 

The President rolled his cigar about in his 
mouth. 

' What is that ? ' he said abruptly. 

' Pardon me,' returned the Colonel, ' but I 
believe you are the person best qualified to give ua 
information on that point.' 
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' I ? ' cried the President. < A Suicide Club ? 
Come, come ! this is a frolic for All Fools' Day. I 
can make allowances for gentlemen who get merry 
in their liquor ; but let there be an end to this,' 

' Call your Club what you will,' said the Colonel, 
' you have some company behind these doors, and we 
insist on joining it.' 

' Sir,' returned the President, curtly, ' you have 
made a mistake. This is a private house, and you 
must leave it instantly.' 

The Prince had remained quietly in his seat 
throughout this little colloquy ; but now, when the 
Colonel looked over to him, as much as to say, 
1 Take your answer and come away, for Grod's 
sake ! ' be drew his cheroot from his mouth, and 
spoke — 

' I have come here,' said he, ' upon the invitation 
of a friend of yours. He has doubtless informed you 
of my intention in thus intruding on your party. 
Let me remind you that a person in my circum- 
stances has exceedingly little to bind him, and is 
not at all likely to tolerate much rudeness. I am a 
very quiet man, as a usual thing ; but, my dear sir, 
you are either going to oblige me in the little 
matter of which you are aware, or you shall very 
bitterly repent that you ever admitted me to your 
ante-chamber.' 

The President laughed aloud. 

' That is the way to speak,' said he. ' You are a 
man who is a man. You know the way to my 
heart, and can do what you like with me. Will 
you,' he continued, addressing Greraldine, ' will you 
step aside for a few minutes ? I shall finish first 
with your companion, and some of the club's 
formalities require to be fulfilled in private.' 

With these -words he opened the door of a small 
closet, into which he shut the Colonel. 

'I believe in you,' he said to Florizel, as soon 
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as they were alone ; ' but are you sure cf your 
friend?' 

' Not so sure as I am of myself, though he has 
more cogent reasons,' answered Florizel, ' but sure 
enough to bring him here without alarm. He has 
had enough to cure the most tenacious man of life. 
He was cashiered the other day for cheating at 
cards.' 

' A good reason, I daresay,' replied the President ; 
' at least, we have another in the same case, and I 
feel sure of him. Have you also been in the Service, 
may I ask ? ' 

' I have,' was the reply ; ' but I was too lazy, I 
left it early.' 

' What is your reason for being tired of life ? ' 
pursued the President. 

' The same, as near as I can make out,' answered 
the Prince ; ' unadulterated laziness.' 

The President started. ' D — n it,' said he, ' you 
must have something better than that.' 

' I have no more money,' added Florizel. 'That 
is also a vexation, without doubt. It brings my 
sense of idleness to an acute point.' 

The President rolled his cigar round in his 
mouth for some seconds, directing his gaze straight 
into the eyes of this unusual neophyte ; but the 
Prince supported his scrutiny with unabashed good 
temper. 

4 If I had not a deal of experience,' said the 
President at last, ' I should turn you off. But I 
know the world ; and this much any way, that the 
most frivolous excuses for a suicide are often the 
toughest to stand by. And when I downright like 
a man, as I do you, sir, I would rather strain the 
regulation than deny him.' 

The Prince and the Colonel, one after the other, 
were subjected to a long and particular interroga- 
tory : tLe Prince alone; but Greraldine in the 
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presence of the Prince, so that the President might 
observe the countenance of the one while the other 
was being warmly cross-examined. The result was 
satisfactory ; and the President, after having booked 
a few details of each case, produced a form of oath 
to be accepted. Nothing could be conceived more 
passive than the obedience promised, or more 
stringent than the terms by which the juror bound 
himself. The man who forfeited a pledge so awful 
could scarcely have a rag of honour or any of the 
consolations of religion left to him. Florizel signed 
the document, but not without a shudder ; the 
Colonel followed his example with an air of great 
depression. Then the President received the entry 
money ; and without more ado, introduced the two 
friends into the smoking-room of the Suicide Club. 

The smoking-room of the Suicide Club was the 
same height as the cabinet into which it opened, but 
much larger, and papered from top to bottom with 
an imitation of oak -wainscot. A large and cheerful 
fire and a number of gas-jets illuminated the com- 
pany. The Prince and his follower made the number 
up to eighteen. Most of the party were smoking, 
and drinking champagne ; a feverish hilarity reigned, 
with sudden and rather ghastly pauses. 

' Is this a full meeting ? ' asked the Prince. 

' Middling,' said the President. ' By the way,' 
he added, 'if you have any money, it is usual to 
offer some champagne. It keeps up a good spirit, 
and is one of my own little perquisites.' 

' Hammersmith,' said Florizel, ' I may leave the 
champagne to you.' 

And with that he turned away and began to go 
round among the guests. Accustomed to play the 
host in the highest circles, he charmed and domi- 
nated all whom he approached ; there was some- 
thing at once winning and authoritative in his 
address ; and his extraordinary coolness gave him 
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yet another distinction in this half maniacal society. 
As he went from one to another he kept both his 
eyes and ears open, and soon began to gain a general 
idea of the people among whom he found himself. 
As in all other places of resort, one type predomi- 
nated: people in the prime of youth, with every 
show of intelligence and sensibility in their appear- 
ance, but with little promise of strength or the 
quality that makes success. Few were much 
above thirty, and not a few were still in their teens. 
They stood, leaning on tables and shifting on their 
feet ; sometimes they smoked extraordinarily fast, 
and sometimes they let their cigars go out; some 
talked well, but the conversation of others was 
plainly the result of nervous tension, and was 
equally without wit or purport. As each new bottle 
of champagne was opened, there was a manifest 
improvement in gaiety. Only two were seated — 
one in a chair in the recess of the window, with his 
head hanging and his hands plunged deep into his 
trouser pockets, pale, visibly moist with perspiration, 
saying never a word, a very wreck of soul and body; 
the other sat on the divan close by the chimney, 
and attracted notice by a trenchant dissimilarity 
from all the rest. He was probably upwards of 
forty, but he looked fully ten years older ; • and 
Florizel thought he had never seen a man more 
naturally hideous, nor one more ravaged by disease 
and ruinous excitements. He was no more than 
skin and bone, was partly paralysed, and wore 
spectacles of such unusual power, that his eyes 
appeared through the glasses greatly magnified and 
distorted in shape. Except the Prince and the 
President, he was the only person in the room who 
preserved the composure of ordinary life. 

There was little decency among the members of 
the club. Some boasted of the disgraceful actions, 
the consequences of which had reduced them to seek 
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refuge in death ; and the others listened without 
disapproval. There was a tacit understanding 
against moral judgments ; and whoever passed the 
club doors enjoyed already some of the immunities 
of the tomb. They drank to each other's memories, 
and to those of notable suicides in the past. They 
compared and developed their different views of 
death — some declaring that it was no more than 
blackness and cessation ; others full of a hope that 
that very night they should be scaling the stars and 
commercing with the mighty dead. 

' To the eternal memory of Baron Trenck, the 
type of suicides ! ' cried one. ' He went out of a 
small cell into a smaller, that he might come forth 
again to freedom.' 

' For my part,' said a second, ' I wish no more 
than a bandage for my eyes and cotton for my ears. 
Only they have no cotton thick enough in this 
world.' 

A third was for reading the mysteries of life in a 
future state ; and a fourth professed that he would 
never have joined the club, if he had not been 
induced to believe in Mr. Darwin. 

' I could not bear,' said this remarkable suicide, 
* to be descended from an ape.' 

Altogether, the Prince was disappointed by the 
bearing and conversation of the members. 

' It does not seem to me,' he thought, ' a matter 
for so much disturbance. If a man has made up 
his mind to kill himself, let him do it, in God's 
name, like a gentleman. This flutter and big talk is 
out of place.' 

In the meanwhile Colonel Oreraldine was a prey 
to the blackest apprehensions ; the club and its rules 
were still a mystery, and he looked round the room 
for some one who should be able to set his mind at 
rest. In this survey his eye lighted on the paralytic 
person with the strong spectacles j and seeing him 
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so exceedingly tranquil, he besought the President, 
•who was going in and out of the room under a 
pressure of business, to present him to the gentle- 
man on the divan. 

The functionary explained the needlessness of all 
such formalities within the club, but nevertheless 
presented Mr. Hammersmith to Mr. Malthus. 

Mr. Malthus looked at the Colonel curiously, 
and then requested him to take a seat upon his 
right. 

'You are a new-comer,' he said, 'and wish in- 
formation? You have come to the proper source. 
It is two years since I first visited this charming 
club.' 

The Colonel breathed again. If Mr. Malthus 
had frequented the place for two years there could 
be little danger for the Prince in a single evening. 
But Geraldine was none the less astonished, and 
began to suspect a mystification. 

' What ! ' cried he, ' two years ! I thought — but 
indeed I see I have been made the subject of a 
pleasantry.' 

' By no means,' replied Mr. Malthus mildly. 
'My case is peculiar. I am not, properly speaking, 
a suicide at all ; but, as it were, an honorary member. 
I rarely visit the club twice in two months. My 
infirmity and the kindness of the President have 
procured me these little immunities, for which 
besides I pay at an advanced rate. Even as it is 
my luck has been extraordinary.' 

' I am afraid,' said the Colonel, ' that I must ask 
you to be more explicit. You must remember that 
I am still most imperfectly acquainted with the 
rules of the club.' 

' An ordinary member who comes here in search 
of death like yourself,' replied the paralytic, ' returns 
every evening until fortune favours him. He can 
even, if he is penniless, get board and lodging from 
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the President: very fair, I believe, and clean, 
although, of course, not luxurious ; that could hardly 
be, considering the exiguity (if I may so express 
myself) of the subscription. And then the Presi- 
dent's company is a delicacy in itself.' 

' Indeed ! ' cried Geraldine, ' he had not greatly 
prepossessed me.' 

' Ah ! ' said Mr. Malthus, ' you do not know the 
man : the drollest fellow ! What stories ! What 
cynicism ! He knows life to admiration and, between 
ourselves, is probably the most corrupt rogue in 
Christendom.' 

' And he also,' asked the Colonel, ' is a permanency 
— like yourself, if I may say so without offence ? ' 

' Indeed, he is a permanency in a very different 
sense from me,' replied Mr. Malthus. ' I have been 
graciously spared, but I must go at last. Now he 
never plays. He shuffles and deals for the club, and 
makes the necessary arrangements. That man, my 
dear Mr. Hammersmith, is the very soul of ingenuity. 
For three years he has pursued in London his useful 
and, I think I may add, his artistic calling ; and not 
so much as a whisper of suspicion has been once 
aroused. I believe him myself to be inspired. You 
doubtless remember the celebrated case, six months 
ago, of the gentleman who was accidentally poisoned 
in a chemist's shop? That was one of the least 
rich, one of the least racy, of his notions ; but then, 
how simple ! and how safe ! ' 

' You astound me,' said the Colonel. ' Was that 

unfortunate gentleman one of the ' He was 

about to say ' victims ; ' but bethinking himself in 
time, he substituted — ' members of the club ? ' 

In the same flash of thought, it occurred to him 
that Mr. Malthus himself had not at all spoken in 
the tone of one -who is in love with death ; and he 
added hurriedly : 

' But I perceive I am still in the dark. You 
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speak of shuffling and dealiDg; pray for what end ? 
And since you seem rather unwilling to die than 
otherwise, I must own that I cannot conceive what 
brings you here at all.' 

' You say truly that you are in the dark,' replied 
Mr. Malthus with more animation. ' Why, my dear 
sir, this club is the temple of intoxication. If my 
enfeebled health could support the excitement more 
often, you may depend upon it I should be more 
often here. It requires all the sense of duty en- 
gendered by a long habit of ill-health and careful 
regimen, to keep me from excess in this, which is, I 
may say, my last dissipation. I have tried them all, 
sir,' he went on, laying his hand on Gferaldine's arm, 
' all without exception, and I declare to you, upon 
my honour, there is not one of them that has not 
been grossly and untruthfully overrated. People 
trifle with love. Now, I deny that love is a strong 
passion. Fear is the strong passion ; it is with fear 
that you must trifle, if you wish to taste the in- 
tensest joys of living. Envy me — envy me, sir,' he 
added with a chuckle, ' I am a coward ! ' 

Greraldine could scarcely repress a movement of 
repulsion for this deplorable wretch ; but he com- 
manded himself with an effort, and continued his 
inquiries. 

' How, sir,' he asked, ' is the excitement so art- 
fully prolonged ? and where is there any element of 
uncertainty ? ' 

' I must tell you how the victim for every evening 
is selected,' returned Mr. Malthus ; ' and not only 
the victim, but another member, who is to be the 
instrument in the club's hands, and death's high 
priest for that occasion.' 

' Grood Grod ! ' said the Colonel, ' do they then kill 
each other ? ' 

' The trouble of suicide is removed in that way,' 
returned Malthus with a nod. 
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'Merciful heavens!' ejaculated the Colonel, 'and 
may you — may I — may the — my friend I mean — 
may any of us be pitched upon this evening as the 
slayer of another man's body and immortal spirit ? 
Can such things be possible among men born of 
women ? Oh ! infamy of infamies ! ' 

He was about to rise in his horror, when he 
caught the Prince's eye. It was fixed upon him 
from across the room with a frowning and angry 
stare. And in a moment Greraldine recovered his 
composure. 

' After all,' he added, ' why not ? And since you 
say the game is interesting, vogue la galere — I 
follow the club ! ' 

Mr. Malthus had keenly enjoyed the Colonel's 
amazement and disgust. He had the vanity of 
wickedness ; and it pleased him to see another man 
give way to a generous movement, while he felt 
himself, in his entire corruption, superior to such 
emotions. 

' You now, after your first moment of surprise,' 
said he, ' are in a position to appreciate the delights 
of our society. You can see how it combines the 
excitement of a gaming-table, a duel, and a Eoman 
amphitheatre. The Pagans did well enough ; I 
cordially admire the refinement of their minds ; 
but it has been reserved for a Christian country to 
attain this extreme, this quintessence, this absolute of 
poignancy. You will understand how vapid are all 
amusements to a man who has acquired a taste for 
this one. The game we play,' he continued, ' is one 
of extreme simplicity. A full pack — but I perceive 
you are about to see the thing in progress. Will 
you lend me the help of your arm ? I am unfortu- 
nately paralysed.' 

Indeed, just as Mr. Malthus was beginning his 
description, another pair of folding-doors was thrown 
open, and the whole club began to pass, not without 
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some hurry, into the adjoining room. It was similar 
in every respect to the one from which it was entered, 
but somewhat differently furnished. The centre was 
occupied by a long green table, at which the Presi- 
dent sat shuffling a pack of cards with great particu- 
larity. Even with the stick and the Colonel's arm, 
Mr. Malthus walked with so much difficulty that 
everyone was seated before this pair and the Prince, 
who had waited for them, entered the apartment ; 
and, in consequence, the three took seats close 
together at the lower end of the board. 

' It is a pack of fifty-two,' whispered Mr. Malthus. 
' Watch for the ace of spades, which is the sign of 
death, and the ace of clubs, which designates the 
official of the night. Happy, happy young men ! ' 
he added. ' You have good eyes, and can follow the 
game. Alas! I cannot tell an ace from a deuce 
across the table.' 

And he proceeded to equip himself with a second 
pair of spectacles. 

' I must at least watch the faces,' he explained. 

The Colonel rapidly informed his friend of all 
that he had learned from the honorary member, and 
of the horrible alternative that lay before them. 
The Prince was conscious of a deadly chill and a 
contraction about his heart ; he swallowed with 
difficulty, and looked from side to side like a man in 
a maze. 

' One bold stroke,' whispered the Colonel, ' and 
we may still escape.' 

But the suggestion recalled the Prince's spirits. 

' Silence ! ' said he. ' Let me see that you can 
play like a gentleman for any stake, however serious.' 

And he looked about him, once more to all 
appearance at his ease, although his heart beat 
thickly, and he was conscious of an unpleasant heat 
in his bosom. The members were all very quiet and 
intent ; everyone was pale, but none so pale as Mr. 
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Malthus. His eyes protruded ; his head kept nod- 
ding involuntarily upon his spine ; his hands found 
their way, one after the other, to his mouth, where 
they made clutches at his tremulous and ashen lips. 
It was plain that the honorary member enjoyed his 
membership on very startling terms. 

'Attention, gentlemen! ' said the President. 

Arid he began slowly dealing the cards about the 
table in the reverse direction, pausing until each 
man had shown his card. Nearly everyone hesitated ; 
and sometimes you would see a player's fingers 
stumble more than once before he could turn over 
the momentous slip of pasteboard. As the Prince's 
turn drew nearer, he was conscious of a growing and 
almost suffocating excitement ; but he had some- 
what of the gambler's nature, and recognised almost 
with astonishment that there was a degree of pleasure 
in his sensations. The nine of clubs fell to his lot ; 
the three of spades was dealt to Greraldine ; and the 
queen of hearts to Mr. Malthus, who was unable to 
suppress a sob of relief. The young man of the 
cream tarts almost immediately afterwards turned 
over the ace of clubs, and remained frozen with 
horror, the card still resting on his finger ; he had 
not come there to kill, but to be killed ; and the 
Prince in his generous sympathy with his position 
almost forgot the peril that still hung over himself 
and his friend. 

The deal was coming round again, and still 
Death's card had not come out. The players held 
their respiration, and only breathed by gasps. The 
Prince received another club ; Greraldine had a 
diamond ; but when Mr. Malthus turned up his card 
a horrible noise, like that of something breaking, 
issued from his mouth ; and he rose from his seat 
and sat down again, with no sign of his paralysis. 
It was the ace of spades. The honorary member 
had trifled once too often with his terrors. 
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Conversation broke out again almost at once. 
The players relaxed their rigid attitudes, and began 
to rise from the table and stroll back by twos and 
threes into the smoking-room. The President 
stretched his arms and yawned, like a man who 
has finished his day's work. But Mr. Malthus sat 
in his place, with his head in his hands, and his 
hands upon the table, drunk and motionless— a 
thing stricken down. 

The Prince and Geraldine made their escape at 
once. In the cold night air their horror of what 
they had witnessed was redoubled. 

' Alas ! ' cried the Prince, ' to be bound by an 
oath in such a matter ! to allow this wholesale trade 
in murder to be continued with profit and impunity ! 
If I but dared to forfeit my pledge ! ' 

'That is impossible for your Highness,' replied 
the Colonel, ' whose honour is the honour of Bohemia. 
But I dare, and may with propriety, forfeit mine.' 

' Geraldine,' said the Prince, ' if your honour 
suffers in any of the adventures into which you 
follow me, not only will I never pardon you, but — 
what I believe will much more sensibly affect you — I 
should never forgive myself.' 

' I receive your Highness's commands,' replied 
the Colonel. ' Shall we go from this accursed 
spot ? ' 

' Yes,' said the Prince. ' Call a cab in Heaven's 
name, and let me try to forget in slumber the 
memory of this night's disgrace.' 

But it was notable that he carefully read the 
name of the court before he left it. 

The next morning, as soon as the Prince was 
stirring, Colonel Geraldine brought him a daily 
newspaper, with the following paragraph marked : — 

' Melancholy Accident. — This morning, about 
two o'clock, Mr. Bartholomew Malthus, of 16 Chep- 
Btow Place, Westbourne Grove, on his way home 
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from a party at a friend's house, fell over the upper 
parapet in Trafalgar Square, fracturing his skull and 
breaking a leg and an arm. Death was instantaneous. 
Mr. Malthus, accompanied by a friend, was engaged 
in looking for a cab at the time of the unfortunate 
occurrence. As Mr. Malthus was paralytic, it is 
thought that his fall may have been occasioned by 
another seizure. The unhappy gentleman was well 
known in the most respectable circles, and his loss 
will be widely and deeply deplored.' 

' If ever a soul went straight to Hell,' said 
Geraldine solemnly, ' it was that paralytic man's.' 

The Prince buried his face in his hands, and re- 
mained silent. 

' I am almost rejoiced,' continued the Colonel, 

* to know that he is dead. But for our young man 
of the cream tarts I confess my heart bleeds.' 

' Geraldine,' said the Prince, raising his face, 

* that unhappy lad was last night as innocent as you 
and I ; and this morning the guilt of blood is on his 
soul. When I think of the President, my heart 
grows sick within me. I do not know how it shall 
be done, but I shall have that scoundrel at my mercy 
as there is a God in heaven. What an experience, 
what a lesson, was that game of cards ! ' 

' One,' said the Colonel, ' never to be repeated.' 

The Prince remained so long without replying, 
that Geraldine grew alarmed. 

' You cannot mean to return,' he said. ' You 
have suffered too much and seen too much horror 
already. The duties of your high position forbid the 
repetition of the hazard.' 

' There is much in what you say,' replied Prince 
Florizel, ' and I am not altogether pleased with my 
own determination. Alas ! in the clothes of the 
greatest potentate, what is there but a man ? I 
never felt my weakness more acutely than now, 
Geraldine, but it is stronger than I. Can I cease to 
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interest myself in the fortunes of the unhappy young 
man who supped with us some hours ago ? Can I 
leave the President to follow his nefarious career 
unwatched ? Can I begin an adventure so entran- 
cing, and not follow it to an end ? No, Geraldine : 
you ask of the Prince more than the man is able to 
perform. To-night, once more, we take our places 
at the table of the Suicide Club.' 

Colonel Geraldine fell upon his knees. 

' Will your Highness take my life ? ' he cried. 
* It is his — his freely ; but do not, do not ! let 
him ask me to countenance so terrible a risk.' 

' Colonel Geraldine,' replied the Prince, with 
some haughtiness of manner, ' your life is absolutely 
your own. I only looked for obedience ; and when 
that is unwillingly rendered, I shall look for that no 
longer. I add one word : your importunity in this 
affair has been sufficient.' 

The Master of the Horse regained his feet at 
once. 

' Your Highness,' he said, ' may I be excused in 
my attendance this afternoon ? I dare not, as an 
honourable man, venture a second time into that 
fatal house until I have perfectly ordered my affairs. 
Your Highness shall meet, I promise him, with no 
more opposition from the most devoted and grateful 
of his servants.' 

' My dear Geraldine,' returned Prince Florizel, 
4 J always regret when you oblige me to remember 
mv rank. Dispose of your day as you think fit, but 
be here before eleven in the same disguise.' 

The club, on this second evening, was not so 
fully attended ; and when Geraldine and the Prince 
arrived, there were not above half-a-dozen persons in 
the smoking-room. His Highness took the Presi- 
dent aside and congratulated him warmly on the 
demise of Mr. Malthus. 

' I like,' he said, ' to meet with capacity, and 
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certainly find much of it in you. Your profession ia 
of a very delicate nature, but I see you are well 
qualified to conduct it with success and secresy.' 

The President was somewhat affected by these 
compliments from one of his Highness's superior 
bearing. He acknowledged them almost with 
humility. 

' Poor Malthy ! ' he added, ' I shall hardly know 
the club without him. The most of my patrons are 
boys, sir, and poetical boys, who are not much 
company for me. Not but what Malthy had some 
poetry, too ; but it was of a kind that I could 
understand.' 

' I can readily imagine you should find yourself 
in sympathy with Mr. Malthus,' returned the 
Prince. ' He struck me as a man of a very original 
disposition.' 

The young man of the cream tarts was in the 
room, but painfully depressed and silent. His late 
companions sought in vain to lead him into con- 
versation. 

' How bitterly I wish,' he cried, ' that I had 
never brought you to this infamous abode ! Begone, 
while you are clean-handed. If you could have 
heard the old man scream as he fell, and the noise 
of his bones upon the pavement ! Wish me, if you 
have any kindness to so fallen a being — wish the 
ace of spades for me to-night ! ' 

A few more members dropped in as the evening 
went on, but the club did not muster more than the 
devil's dozen when they took their places at the 
table. The Prince was again conscious of a certain 
joy in his alarms ; but he was astonished to see 
Geraldine so much more self-possessed than on the 
night before. 

' It is extraordinary,' thought the Prince, ' that a 
will, made or unmade, should so greatly influence a 
young man's spirit.' 
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* Attention, gentlemen ! ' said the President, and 
be began to deal. 

Three times the cards went all round the table, 
and neither of the marked cards had yet fallen from 
his hand. The excitement as he began the fourth 
distribution was overwhelming. There were just 
cards enough to go once more entirely round. The 
Prince, who sat second from the dealer's left, would 
receive, in the reverse mode of dealing practised at 
the club, the second last card. The third player 
turned up a black ace — it was the ace of clubs. 
The next received a diamond, the next a heart, 
and so on ; but the ace of spades was still un- 
delivered. At last Geraldine, who sat upon the 
Prince's left, turned his card; it was an ace, but the 
ace of hearts. 

"When Prince Florizel saw his fate upon the 
table in front of him, his heart stood still. He was 
a brave man, but the sweat poured off his face. 
There were exactly fifty chances out of a hundred 
that he was doomed. He reversed the card ; it 
was the ace of spades. A loud roaring rilled his 
brain, and the table swam before his eyes. He 
heard tin- player on his right break into a fit of 
laughter that sounded between mirth and dis- 
appointment ; he saw the company rapidly dispers- 
ing, but his mind was full of other thoughts. He 
recognised how foolish, hovy criminal, had been 
his conduct. In perfect health, in the prime of 
his years, the heir to a throne, he had gambled 
awav his future and that of a brave and loyal 
country. ' God,' he cried, k God forgive me ! ' And 
with that, the confusion of his senses passed 
away, and he regained his self-possession in a 
moment. 

To his surprise Geraldine had disappeared. 
There was no one in the card-room but his destined 
butcher consulting with the President, and the 
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young man of the cream tarts, who slipped up to the 
Prince and whispered in his ear : 

' I would give a million, if I had it, for your 
luck.' 

His Highness could not help reflecting, as the 
young man departed, that he would have sold his 
opportunity for a much more moderate sum. 

The whispered conference now came to an end. 
The holder of the ace of clubs left the room with a 
look of intelligence, and the President, approaching 
the unfortunate Prince, proffered him his hand. 

' I am pleased to have met you, sir,' said he, ' and 
pleased to have been in a position to do you this 
trifling service. At least, you cannot complain of 
delay. On the second evening — what a stroke of 
luck ! ' 

The Prince endeavoured in vain to articulate 
something in response, but his mouth was dry and 
his tongue seemed paralysed. 

' You feel a little sickish ? ' asked the President, 
with some show of solicitude. ' Most gentlemen do. 
Will you take a little brandy ? ' 

The Prince signified in the affirmative, and the 
other immediately filled some of the spirit into a 
tumbler. 

' Poor old Malthy ! ' ejaculated the President, as 
the Prince drained the glass. ' He drank near upon 
a pint, and little enough good it seemed to do him 1 ' 

'I am more amenable to treatment,' said the 
Prince, a good deal revived. ' I am my own man 
again at once, as you perceive. And so, let me ask 
you, what are my directions ? ' 

'You will proceed along the Strand in the 
direction of the City, and on the left-hand pave- 
ment, until you meet the gentleman who has just 
left the room. He will continue your instructions, 
and him you will have the kindness to obey ; the 
authority of the club is vested in his person for the 
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night. And now,' added the President, ' I wish you 
a pleasant walk.' 

Florizel acknowledged the salutation rather awk- 
wardly, and took his leave. He passed through the 
smoking-room, where the bulk of the players were 
still consuming champagne, some of which he had 
himself ordered and paid for ; and he was surprised 
to find himself cursing them in his heart. He put 
on his hat and greatcoat in the cabinet, and selected 
his umbrella from a corner. The familiarity of 
these acts, and the thought that he was about them 
for the last time, betrayed him into a fit of laughter 
which sounded unpleasantly in his own ears. He 
conceived a reluctance to leave the cabinet, and 
turned instead to the window. The sight of the 
lamps and the darkness recalled him to himself. 

' Come, come, I must be a man,' he thought, 
* and tear myself away.' 

At the corner of Box Court three men fell upon 
Prince Florizel and he was unceremoniously thrust 
into a carriage, which at once drove rapidly away 
There was already an occupant. 

' Will your Highness pardon my zeal ? ' said a 
well-known voice. 

The Prince threw himself upon the Colonel's 
neck in a passion of relief. 

' How can I ever thank you ? ' he cried. ' And 
how was this effected ? ' 

Although he had been willing to march upon his 
doom, he was overjoyed to yield to friendly violence, 
and return once more to life and hope. 

' You can thank me effectually enough,' replied 
the Colonel, ' by avoiding all such dangers in the 
future. And as for your second question, all has 
been managed by the simplest means. I arranged 
this afternoon with a celebrated detective. Secresy 
has been promised and paid for. Your own servant s 
have been principally engaged in the affair. The 
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house in Box Court has been surrounded since 
nightfall, and this, which is one of your own 
carriages, has been awaiting you for nearly an hour.' 
'And the miserable creature who was to have 
slain me — what of him ? ' inquired the Prince. 

'He was pinioned as he left the club,' replied 
the Colonel, 'and now awaits your sentence at the 
Palace, where he will soon be joined by his accom- 
plices.' 

' Greraldine,' said the Prince, ' you have saved me 
against my explicit orders, and you have done well. 
I owe you not only my life, but a lesson; and I 
should be unworthy of my rank if I did not show 
myself grateful to my teacher. Let it be yours to 
choose the manner.' 

There was a pause, during which the carriage 
continued to speed through tbe streets, and the two 
men were each buried in his own reflections. The 
silence was broken by Colonel Oreraldine. 

' Your Highness,' said be, ' has by this time a 
considerable body of prisoners. There is at least 
one criminal among the number to whom justice 
should be dealt. Our oath forbids us all recourse to 
law ; and discretion would forbid it equally if the 
oath were loosened. May I inquire your Highness's 
intention ? ' 

' It is decided,' answered Florizel ; ' the President 
must fall in duel. It only remains to choose his 
adversary.' 

' Your Highness has permitted me to name my 
own recompense,' said the Colonel. 'Will he permit 
me to ask the appointment of my brother ? It is an 
honourable post, but I dare assure your Highness 
that the lad will acquit himself with credit.' 

' You ask me an ungracious favour,' said the 
Prince, ' but I must refuse you nothing.' 

The Colonel kissed his hand with the greatest, 
affection ; and at that moment the carriage rolled 
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under the archway of the Prince's splendid resi- 
dence. 

An hour after, Florizel in his official robes, and 
covered with all the orders of Bohemia, received the 
members of the Suicide Club. 

' Foolish and wicked men,' said he, * as many of 
you as have been driven into this strait by the lack 
of fortune shall receive employment and remunera- 
tion from my officers. Those who suffer under a 
sense of guilt must have recourse to a higher and 
more generous Potentate than I. I feel pity for all 
of you, deeper than you can imagine ; to-morrow 
you shall tell me your stories; and as you answer 
more frankly, I shall be the more able to remedy 
your misfortunes. As for you,' he added, turning to 
the President, ' I should only offend a person of your 
parts by any offer of assistance ; but I have instead 
a piece of diversion to propose to you. Here,' 
laying his hand on the shoulder of Colonel 
Greraldine's young brother, ' is an officer of mine who 
desires to make a little tour upon the Continent; 
and I ask you, as a favour, to accompany him on this 
excursion. Do you,' he went on, changing his tone, 
' do you shoot well with the pistol ? Because you 
may have need of that accomplishment. When two 
men go travelling together, it is best to be prepared 
for all. Let me add that, if by any chance you 
should lose young Mr. Geraldine upon the way, I 
shall always have another member of my household 
to place at your disposal ; and I am known, Mr. 
President, to have long eyesight, and as long an arm.' 

With these words, said with much sternness, 
the Prince concluded his address. Next morning 
the members of the club were suitably provided for 
by his munificence, and the President set forth upon 
his travels, under the supervision of Mr. Geraldine, 
and a pair of faithful and adroit lackeys, well 
trained in the Prince's household. Not content 
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with this, discreet agents were put in possession of 
the house in Box Court, and all letters or visitors for 
the Suicide Club or its officials were to be examined 
by Prince Florizel in person. 

Here (says my Arabian author) ends The Story 
of the Young Man with the Cream Tarts, ivho is 
now a comfortable householder in Wigmore Street, 
Cavendish Square. The member, for obvious 
reasons, I suppress. Those who care to pursue 
the adventures of Prince Florizel and tlie Presi- 
dent of the Suicide Club, may read the History of 
the Physician and the Saratoga Trunk. 



STORY OF THE PHYSICIAN AND THE 
SA RA TO GA TR UNK. 

Mr. Silas Q. Scuddamore was a young- American of 
a simple and harmless disposition, which was the 
more to his credit as he came from New England — a 
quarter of the New World not precisely famous for 
those qualities. Although he was exceedingly rich, 
he kept a note of all his expenses in a little paper 
pocket-book ; and he had chosen to study the at- 
tractions of Paris from the seventh story of what is 
called a furnished hotel, in the Latin Quarter. 
There was a great deal of habit in his penuriousness ; 
and his virtue, which was very remarkable among 
his associates, was principally founded upon diffi- 
dence and youth. 

The next room to his was inhabited by a lady, 
very attractive in her air and very elegant in toilette, 
whom, on his first arrival, he had taken for a 
Countess. In course of time he had learned that 
ehe was known by the name of Madame Zephyrine, 
and that whatever station she occupied in life it was 
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not that of a person of title. Madame Zephyrine, 
probably in the hope of enchanting the young 
American, used to flaunt by him on the stairs with 
a civil inclination, a word of course, and a knock- 
down look out of her black eyes, and disappear in a 
rustle of silk, and with the revelation of an ad- 
mirable foot and ankle. But these advances, so far 
from encouraging Mr. Scuddamore, plunged him 
into the depths of depression and bashfulness. She 
had come to him several times for a light, or to 
apologise for the imaginary depredations of her 
poodle ; but his mouth was closed in the presence of 
so superior a being, his French promptly left him, 
and he could only stare and stammer until she was 
gone. The slenderness of their intercourse did not 
prevent him from throwing out insinuations of a 
very glorious order when he was safely alone with a 
few males. 

The room on the other side of the American's — 
for there were three rooms on a floor in the hotel — 
was tenanted by an old English physician of rather 
doubtful reputation. Dr. Noel, for that was his 
name, had been forced to leave London, where he 
enjoyed a large and increasing practice ; and it was 
hinted that the police had been the instigators of 
this change of scene. At least he, who had made 
something of a figure in earlier life, now dwelt in 
the Latin Quarter in great simplicity and solitude, 
and devoted much of his time to study. Mr. Scud- 
damore had made his acquaintance, and the pair 
would now and then dine together frugally in a 
restaurant across the street. 

Silas Q. Scuddamore had many little vices of the 
more respectable order, and was not restrained by 
delicacy from indulging them in many rather doubt- 
ful ways. Chief among his foibles stood curiosity. 
He was a born gossip ; and life, and especially 
those parts of it in which he had no experience, 
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interested him to the degree of passion. He was 
a pert, invincible questioner, pushing his inquiries 
with equal pertinacity and indiscretion ; he had 
been observed, when he took a tetter to the post, to 
weigh it in his hand, to turn it over and over, and 
to study the address with care ; and when he found 
a flaw in the partition between his room and Madame 
Zephyrine's, instead of filling it up, he enlarged and 
improved the opening, and made use of it as a spy- 
hole on his neighbour's affairs. 

One day, in the end of March, his curiosity 
growing as it was indulged, he enlarged the hole a 
little further, so that he might command another 
corner of the room. That evening, when he went 
as usual to inspect Madame Zephyrine's movements, 
he was astonished to find the aperture obscured in 
an odd manner on the other side, and still more 
abashed when the obstacle was suddenly withdrawn 
and a titter of laughter reached his ears. Some of 
the plaster had evidently betrayed the secret of his 
spy-hole, and his neighbour had been returning the 
compliment in kind. Mr. Scuddamore was moved 
to a very acute feeling of annoyance ; he condemned 
Madame Zephyrine unmercifully ; he even blamed 
himself ; but when he found, next day, that she had 
taken no means to baulk him of his favourite pas- 
time, he continued to profit by her carelessness, and 
gratify his idle curiosity. 

That next day Madame Zephyrine received a long 
visit from a tall, loosely-built man of fifty or up- 
wards, whom Silas had not hitherto seen. His tweed 
suit and coloured shirt, no less than his shaggy side- 
whiskers, identified him as a Britisher, and his dull 
grey eye affected Silas with a sense of cold. He 
kept screwing his mouth from side to side and 
round and round during the whole colloquy, which 
was carried on in whispers. More than once it 
6eemed to the young New Englander as if their ges- 
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lures indicated his own apartment ; but the only- 
thing definite he could gather by the most scru- 
pulous attention was this remark made by the 
Englishman in a somewhat higher key, as if in 
answer to some reluctance or opposition. 

' I have studied his taste to a nicety, and I tell 
you again and again you are the only woman of the 
sort that I can lay my hands on.' 

In answer to this, Madame Zephyrine sighed, 
and appeared by a gesture to resign herself, like one 
yielding to unqualified authority. 

That afternoon the observatory was finally 
blinded, a wardrobe having been drawn in front of 
it upon the other side ; and while Silas was still 
lamenting over this misfortune, which he attributed 
to the Britisher's malign suggestion, the concierge 
brought him up a letter in a female handwriting. 
It was conceived in French of no very rigorous 
orthography, bore no signature, and in the most 
encouraging terms invited the young American to 
be present in a certain part of the Bullier Ball at 
eleven o'clock that night. Curiosity and timidity 
fought a long battle in his heart ; sometimes he was 
all virtue, sometimes all fire and daring; and the 
result of it was that, long before ten, Mr. Silas Q. 
Scuddamore presented himself in unimpeachable 
attire at the door of the Bullier Ball Eooms, and 
paid his entry money with a sense of reckless devilry 
that was not without its charm. 

It was Carnival time, and the Ball was very full 
and noisy. The lights and the crowd at first rather 
abashed our young adventurer, and then, mounting 
to his brain with a sort of intoxication, put him in 
possession of more than his own share of manhood. 
He felt ready to face the devil, and strutted in the 
ballroom with the swagger of a cavalier. While he 
was thus parading, he became aware of Madame 
Zephyrine and her Britisher in conference behind a 
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pillar. The cat-like spirit of eaves-dropping over- 
came him at once. He stole nearer and nearer on 
the couple from behind, until he was -within ear- 
shot. 

' That is the man,' the Britisher was saying ; 
* there — with the long blond hair — speaking to a 
girl in green.' 

Silas identified a very handsome young fellow of 
small stature, who was plainly the object of this 
designation. 

' It is well,' said Madame Zephyrine. ' I shall 
do my utmost. But, remember, the best of us may 
fail in such a matter.' 

' Tut ! ' returned her companion ; ' I answer for 
the result. Have I not chosen you from thirty ? 
Go : but be warv of the Prince. I cannot tbink 
what cursed accident has brought him here to-night. 
As if there were not a dozen balls in Paris better 
worth his notice than this riot of students and 
counter-jumpers ! See him where he sits, more like 
a reigning Emperor at home than a Prince upon his 
holidays ! ' 

Silas was again lucky. He observed a person of 
rather a full build, strikingly handsome, and of a 
very stately and courteous demeanour, seated at table 
with another handsome young man, several years 
his junior, who addressed him with conspicuous 
deference. The name of Prince struck gratefully on 
Silas s KepubHcan hearing, and the aspect of the 
person to whom that name was applied exercised its 
usual charm upon his mind. He left Madame 
Zephyrine and her Englishman to take care of each 
other, and threading his way through the assembly, 
approached the table which the Prince and his 
confidant had honoured with their choice. 

'I tell you, Geraldine,' the former was saying, 
'the action is madness. Yourself (I am glad to 
remember it) chose your brother for this perilous 
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service, and you are bound in duty to have a guard 
upon bis conduct. He has consented to delay so 
many days in Paris ; that was already an impru- 
dence, considering tbe character of the man he has 
to deal with ; but now, when he is within eight- 
and-forty hours of his departure, when he is within 
two or three days of the decisive trial, I ask you, is 
this a place for him to spend his time ? He should 
be in a gallery at practice ; he should be sleeping 
long hours and taking moderate exercise on foot ; he 
should be on a rigorous diet, without white wines or 
brandy. Does the dog imagine we are all playing 
comedy ? The thing is deadly earnest, Greraldine.' 

' I know the lad too well to interfere,' replied 
Colonel Greraldine, ' and well enough not to be 
alarmed. He is more cautious than you fancy, and 
of an indomitable spirit. If it had been a woman 
I should not say so much, but I trust the President 
to him and the two valets without an instant's 
apprehension.' 

' I am gratified to hear you say so,' replied the 
Prince ; ' but my mind is not at rest. These ser- 
vants are well-trained spies, and already has not 
this miscreant succeeded three times in eluding 
their observation and spending several hours on end 
in private, and most likely dangerous, affairs ? An 
amateur might have lost him by accident, but if 
Eudolph and Jerome were thrown off the scent, it 
must have been done on purpose, and by a man 
who had a cogent reason and exceptional resources.' 

' I believe the question is now one between my 
brother and myself,' replied Greraldine, with a shade 
of offence in his tone. 

' I permit it to be so, Colonel Greraldine,' re- 
turned Prince Florizel. 'Perhaps, for that very 
reason, you should be all the more ready to accept 
my counsels. But enough. That girl in yellow 
dances well.' 
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And the talk veered into the ordinary topics of a 
Paris ballroom in the Carnival. 

Silas remembered where he was, and that the 
hour was already near at hand when he ought to be 
upon the scene of his assignation. The more he 
reflected the less he liked the prospect, and as at 
that moment an eddy in the crowd began to draw 
him in the direction of the door, he suffered it to 
carry him away without resistance. The eddy 
stranded him in a corner under the gallery, where 
his ear was immediately struck with the voice of 
Madame Zephyrine. She was speaking in French 
with the young man of the blond locks who had 
been pointed out by the strange Britisher not half 
an hour before. 

' I have a character at stake,' she said, ' or I 
would put no other condition than my heart re- 
commends. But you have only to say so much to 
the porter, and he will let you go by without a 
word.' 

' But why this talk of debt ? ' objected her com- 
panion. 

'Heavens!' said she, 'do you think I do not 
understand my own hotel ? ' 

And she went by, clinging affectionately to her 
companion's arm. 

This put Silas in mind of his billet. 

' Ten minutes hence,' thought he, ' and I may be 
walking with as beautiful a woman as that, and even 
better dressed — perhaps a real lady, possibly a 
woman of title.' 

And then he remembered the spelling, and was a 
little downcast. 

' But it may have been written by her maid,' he 
imagined. 

The clock was only a few minutes from the hour, 
and this immediate proximity set his heart beating 
at a curious and rather disagreeable speed. He 
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reflected with relief that he was in no way bound to 
put in an appearance. Virtue and cowardice were 
together, and he made once more for the door, but 
this time of his own accord, and battling against the 
stream of people which was now moving in a con- 
trary direction. Perhaps this prolonged resistance 
wearied him, or perhaps he was in that frame of 
mind when merely to continue in the same deter- 
mination for a certain number of minutes produces 
a reaction and a different purpose. Certainly, at 
least, he wheeled about for a third time, and did not 
stop until he had found a place of concealment within 
a few yards of the appointed place. 

Here he went through an agony of spirit, in 
which he several times prayed to Grod for help, for 
Silas had been devoutly educated. He had now not 
the least inclination for the meeting ; nothing kept 
him from flight but a silly fear lest he should be 
thought unmanly ; but this was so powerful that it 
kept head against all other motives ; and although 
it could not decide him to advance, prevented him 
from definitely running away. At last the clock in- 
dicated ten minutes past the hour. Young Scud- 
damore's spirit began to rise ; he peered round the 
corner and saw no one at the place of meeting ; 
doubtless his unknown correspondent had wearied 
and gone away. He became as bold as he had for- 
merly been timid. It seemed to him that if he 
came at all to the appointment, however late, he was 
clear from the charge of cowardice. Nay, now he 
began to suspect a hoax, and actually complimented 
himself on his shrewdness in having suspected and 
out-manceuvred his mystifiers. So very idle a thing 
is a boy's mind ! 

Armed with these reflections, he advanced boldly 
from his corner ; but he had not taken above a couple 
of steps before a hand was laid upon his arm. He 
turned and beheld a lady cast in a very large mould 
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and with somewhat stately features, but bearing no 
mark of severity in her looks. 

' I see that you are a very self-confident lady- 
killer,' said she; 'for you make yourself expected. 
But I was determined to meet you. When a woman 
has once so far forgotten herself as to make the first 
advance, she has long ago left behind her all con- 
siderations of petty pride.' 

Silas was overwhelmed by the size and attractions 
of his correspondent and the suddenness with which 
she had fallen upon him. But she soon set him at 
his ease. She was very towardly and lenient in her 
behaviour ; she led him on to make pleasantries, 
and then applauded him to the echo ; and in a very 
short time, between blandishments and a liberal 
exhibition of warm brandy, she- had not only induced 
him to fancy himself in love, but to declare his 
passion with the greatest vehemence. 

' Alas ! ' she said ; 'I do not know whether I 
ought not to deplore this moment, great as is the 
pleasure you give me by your words. Hitherto I 
was alone to suffer ; now, poor boy, there will be 
two. I am not my own mistress. I dare not ask 
you to visit me at my own house, for I am watched 
by jealous eyes. Let me see,' she added ; ' I am 
older than you, although so much weaker ; and 
while I trust in your courage and determination, 
I must employ my own knowledge of the world for 
our mutual benefit. Where do you live ? ' 

He told her that he lodged in a furnished hotel, 
and named the street and number. 

She seemed to reflect for some minutes, with an 
effort of mind. 

' I see,' she said at last. ' You will be faithful 
and obedient, will you not ? ' 

Silas assured her eagerly of his fidelity. 

' To-morrow night, then,' she continued, with an 
encouraging smile, 'you must remain at home all 
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the evening ; and if any friends should visit you, 
dismiss them at once on any pretext that most 
readily presents itself. Your door is probably shut 
by ten ? ' she asked. 

' By eleven,' answered Silas. 

' At a quarter past eleven,' pursued the lady, 
'leave the house. Merely cry for the door to be 
opened, and be sure you fall into no talk with the 
porter, as that might ruin everything. Go straight 
to the corner where the Luxembourg Gardens join 
the Boulevard ; there you will find me waiting you. 
I trust you to follow my advice from point to point : 
and remember, if you fail me in only one particular, 
you will bring the sharpest trouble on a woman 
whose only fault is to have seen and loved you.' 

' I cannot see the use of all these instructions,' 
said Silas. 

'I believe you are already beginning to treat me 
as a master,' she cried, tapping him with her fan 
upon the arm. ' Patience, patience ! that should 
come in time. A woman loves to be obeyed at first, 
although afterwards she finds her pleasure in 
obeying. Do as I ask you, for Heaven's sake, or I 
will answer for nothing. Indeed, now I think of it,' 
she added, with the manner of one who has just seen 
further into a difficulty, ' I find a better plan of 
keeping importunate visitors away. Tell the porter 
to admit no one for you, except a person who may 
come that night to claim a debt ; and speak with 
some feeling, as though you feared the interview, so 
that he may take vour words in earnest.' 

' I think you may trust me to protect myself 
against intruders,' he said, not without a little 
pique. 

' That is how I should prefer the thing arranged,' 
she answered, coldly. ' I know you men ; you think 
nothing of a woman's reputation.' 

Silas blushed and somewhat hung his head ; for 
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the scheme he had in view had involved a little 
vain-glorying before his acquaintances. 

' Above all,' she added, ' do not speak to the 
porter as you come out.' 

* And why ? ' said he. ' Of all your instructions, 
that seems to me the least important.' 

' You at first doubted the wisdom of some of the 
others, which you now see to be very necessary,' she 
replied. ' Believe me, this also has its uses ; in 
time you will see them ; and what am I to think of 
your affection, if you refuse me such trifles at our 
first interview ? ' 

Silas confounded himself in explanations and 
apologies ; in the middle of these she looked up at 
the clock and clapped her hands together with a 
suppressed scream. 

' Heavens ! ' she cried, ' is it so late ? I have not 
an instant to lose. Alas, we poor women, what 
slaves we are! What have I not risked for you 
already ? ' 

And after repeating her directions, which she 
artfully combined with caresses and the most aban- 
doned looks, she bade him farewell and disappeared 
among the crowd. 

The whole of the next day Silas was filled with a 
sense of great importance ; he was now sure she was 
a countess ; and when evening came he minutely 
obeyed her orders and was at the corner of the 
Luxembourg Gardens by the hour appointed. No 
one was there. He waited nearly half an hour, 
looking in the face of everyone who passed or 
loitered near the spot ; he even visited the neigh- 
bouring corners of the Boulevard and made a com- 
plete circuit of the garden railings ; but there was 
no beautiful countess to throw herself into his arms. 
At last, and most reluctantly, he began to retrace 
his steps towards his hotel. On the way he remem- 
bered the words he had heard pass between Madame 
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Z£phyrine and the blond young man, and they gave 
him an indefinite uneasiness. 

' It appears,' he reflected, ' that everyone has to 
tell lies to our porter.' 

He rang the hell, the door opened before him, 
and the porter in his bed-clothes came to offer him a 
light. 

' Has he gone ? ' inquired the porter. 

' He ? Whom do you mean ? ' asked Silas, 
somewhat sharply, for he was irritated by his dis- 
appointment. 

' I did not notice him go out,' continued the 
porter, ' but I trust you paid him. We do not care, 
in this house, to have lodgers who cannot meet their 
liabilities.' 

' What the devil do you mean ? ' demanded Silas, 
rudely. ' I cannot understand a word of this farrago.' 

' The short, blond young man who came for his 
debt,' returned the other. 'Him it is I mean. 
Who else should it be, when I had your orders to 
admit no one else ? ' 

' Why, good God, of course he never came,' 
retorted Silas. 

' I believe what I believe,' returned the porter, 
putting his tongue into his cheek with a most 
roguish air. 

'You are an insolent scoundrel,' cried Silas, and, 
feeling that he had made a ridiculous exhibition of 
asperity, and at the same time bewildered by a 
dozen alarms, he turned and began to run upstairs. 

' Do you not want a light then ? ' cried the porter. 

But Silas only hurried the faster, and did not 
pause until he had reached the seventh landing and 
stood in front of his own door. There he waited a 
moment to recover his breath, assailed by the worst 
forebodings and almost dieading to enter the room, 

When at last he did so he was relieved to find it 
dark, and to all appearance, untenanted. He drew a 



48 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

long breath. Here he was, home again in safety, 
and this should be his last folly as certainly as it had 
been his first. The matches stood on a little tabl« 
by the bed, and he began to grope his way in that 
direction. As he moved, his apprehensions grew 
upon him once more, and he was pleased, when his 
foot encountered an obstacle, to find it nothing more 
alarming than a chair. At last he touched curtains. 
From the position of the window, which was faintly 
visible, he knew he must be at the foot of the bed, 
and had only to feel his way along it in order to 
reach the table in question. 

He lowered his hand, but what it touched was 
not simply a counterpane — it was a counterpane 
with something underneath it like the outline of a 
human leg. Silas withdrew his arm and stood a 
moment petrified. 

' What, what,' he thought, ' can this betoken ? 

He listened intently, but there was no sound of 
breathing. Once more, with a great effort, he 
reached out the end of his finger to the spot he had 
already touched ; but this time he leaped back half 
a yard, and stood shivering and fixed with terror. 
There was something in his bed. What it was he 
knew not, but there was something there. 

It was some seconds before he could move. 
Then, guided by an instinct, he fell straight upon 
the matches, and keeping his back towards the bed 
lighted a candle. As soon as the flame had kindled, 
he turned slowly round and looked for what he 
feared to see. Sure enough, there was the worst of 
his imaginations realised. The coverlid was drawn 
carefully up over the pillow, but it moulded the 
outline of a human body lying motionless ; and 
when he dashed forward and flung aside the sheets, 
he beheld the blond young man whom he had seen 
in the Bullier Ball the night before, his eyes open 
and without speculation, his face swollen and 
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blackened, and a thin stream of blood trickling from 
bis nostrils. 

Silas uttered a long, tremulous wail, dropped 
tbe candle, and fell on bis knees beside the bed. 

Silas was awakened from tbe stupor into which 
bis terrible discovery bad plunged bim, by a pro- 
longed but discreet tapping at the door. It took 
bim some seconds to remember bis position ; and 
wben be hastened to prevent anyone from entering 
it was already too late. Dr. Noel, in a tall nightcap, 
carrying a lamp which lighted up his long white 
countenance, sidling in his gait, and peering and 
cocking his head like some sort of bird, pushed the 
door slowly open, and advanced into the middle of 
the room. 

' I thought I heard a cry,' began the Doctor, 
' and fearing you might be unwell I did not hesitate 
to offer this intrusion.' 

Silas, with a flushed face and a fearful beating 
heart, kept between the Doctor and the bed ; but he 
found no voice to answer. 

' You are in the dark,' pursued the Doctor ; ' and 
yet you have not even begun to prepare for rest. 
You will not easily persuade me against my own 
eyesight ; and your face declares most eloquently 
that you require either a friend or a physician — 
which is it to be ? Let me feel your pulse, for that 
is often a just reporter of the heart.' 

He advanced to Silas, who still retreated before 
him backwards, and sought to take him by the wrist ; 
but tbe strain on the young American's nerves had 
become too great for endurance. He avoided the 
Doctor with a febrile movement, and, throwing him- 
self upon the floor, burst into a flood of weeping. 

As scon as Dr. Noel perceived the dead man in 
the bed his face darkened; and hurrying back to 
the door which he had left ajar, he hastily closed 
and double-locked it. 
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' Up ! ' he cried, addressing Silas in strident 
tones ; ' this is no time for weeping. What have 
you done? How came this body in your room? 
Speak freely to one who may be helpful. Do you 
imagine I would ruin you ? Do you think this 
piece of dead flesh on your pillow can alter in any 
degree the sympathy with which you have inspired 
me ? Credulous youth, the horror with which blind 
and unjust law regards an action never attaches to 
the doer in the eyes of those who love him ; and if 
I saw the friend of my heart return to me out of 
seas of blood he would be in no way changed in my 
affection. Eaise yourself,' he said ; ' good and ill 
are a chimera ; there is nought in life except destiny, 
and however you may be circumstanced there is one 
at your side who will help you to the last.' 

Thus encouraged, Silas gathered himself together, 
and in a broken voice, and helped out by the Doctor's 
interrogations, contrived at last to put him in posses- 
sion of the facts. But the conversation between the 
Prince and Greraldine he altogether omitted, as he 
had understood little of its purport, and had no 
idea that it was in any way related to his own mis- 
adventure. 

' Alas 1 ' cried Dr. Noel, ' I am much abused, or 
you have fallen innocently into the most dangerous 
hands in Europe. Poor boy, what a pit has been 
dug for your simplicity ! into what a deadly peril 
have your unwary feet been conducted 1 This man,' 
he said, ' this Englishman, whom you twice saw, and 
whom I suspect to be the soul of the contrivance, 
can you describe him ? Was he young or old ? 
tall or short ? ' 

But Silas, who, for all his curiosity, had not a 
seeing eye in his head, was able to supply nothing 
but meagre generalities, which it was impossible to 
recognise. 

*I would have it a piece of education in all 
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schools 1' cried the Doctor angrily. ' Where is the 
use of eyesight and articulate speech if a man 
cannot observe and recollect the features of his 
enemy ? I, who know all the gangs of Europe, 
might have identified him, and gained new weapons 
for your defence. Cultivate this art in future, my 
poor boy ; you may find it of momentous service.' 

' The future ! ' repeated Silas. ' What future is 
there left for me except the gallows ? ' 

' Youth is but a cowardly season,' returned the 
Poet or; 'and a man's own troubles look blacker 
than they are. I am old, and yet I never despair.' 

' Can I tell such a story to the police?' demanded 
Silas. 

' Assuredly not,' replied the Doctor. ' From what 
I see already of the machination in which you have 
been involved, your ease is desperate upon that side; 
and for the narrow eye of the authorities you are in- 
fallibly the guilty person. And remember that we 
only know a portion of the plot; and the same 
infamous contrivers have doubtless arranged many 
other circumstances which would be elicited by a 
police inquiry, and help to fix the guilt more cer- 
tainly upon your innocence.' 

' I am then lost, indeed ! ' cried Silas. 

' I have not said so,' answered Dr. Noel, ' for I 
am a cautious man.' 

k But look at this!' objected Silas, pointing to 
the body, 'Here is this object iu my bed: not to 
be explained, not to be disposed of, not to be re- 
garded without horror.' 

' Horror ? ' replied the Doctor. ' Xo. When this 
sort of clock has run down, it is no more to me than 
an ingenious piece of mechanism, to be investigated 
with the bistourv. When blood is once cold and 
stagnant, it is no longer human blood : when flesh 
is once dead, it is no longer that flesh which we 
desire in our lovers and respect in our friends. The 
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grace, the attraction, the terror, have all gone from 
it with the animating spirit. Accustom yourself to 
look upon it with composure; for if my scheme is 
practicable you will have to live some days in con- 
stant proximity to that which now so greatly horrifies 
you.' 

' Your scheme ? ' cried Silas. ' What is that ? 
Tell me speedily, Doctor ; for I have scarcely 
courage enough to continue to exist.' 

Without replying, Dr. Noel turned towards the 
bed, and proceeded to examine the corpse. 

' Quite dead,' he murmured. ' Yes, as I had 
supposed, the pockets empty. Yes, and the name 
cut off the shirt. Their work has been done 
thoroughly and well. Fortunately, he is of small 
stature.' 

Silas followed these words with an extreme 
anxiety. At last the Doctor, his autopsy com- 
pleted, took a chair and addressed the young 
American with a smile. 

' Since I came into your room,' said he, ' although 
my ears and my tongue have been so busy, I have 
not suffered my eyes to remain idle. I noted a 
little while ago that you have there, in the corner, 
one of those monstrous constructions which your 
fellow-countrymen carry with them into all quarters 
of the globe — in a word, a Saratoga trunk. Until 
this moment I have never been able to conceive the 
utility of these erections ; but then I began to have 
a glimmer. Whether it was for convenience in the 
slave trade, or to obviate the results of too ready an 
employment of the bowie-knife, I cannot bring my- 
self to decide. But one thing I see plainly — the 
object of such a box is to contain a human body.' 

' Surely,' cried Silas, ' surely this is not a time for 
jesting.' 

' Although I may express myself with some de- 
gree of pleasantry,' replied the Doctor, ' the purport 
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of my words is entirely serious. And the first thing 
we have to do, my young friend, is to empty your 
coffer of all that it contains.' 

Silas, obeying the authority of Doctor Noel, put 
himself at his disposition. The Saratoga trunk was 
soon gutted of its contents, which made a consider- 
able litter on the floor ; and then — Silas taking the 
heels and the Doctor supporting the shoulders — the 
body of the murdered man was carried from the bed, 
and, after some difficulty, doubled up and inserted 
whole into the empty box. With an effort on the 
part of both, the lid was forced down upon this un- 
usual baggage, and the trunk was locked and corded 
by the Doctor's own hand, while Silas disposed of 
what had been taken out between the closet and a 
chest of drawers. 

' Now,' said the Doctor, ' the first step has been 
taken on the way to your deliverance. To-morrow, 
or rather to-day, it must be your task to allay the 
suspicions of your porter, paying him all that you 
owe ; while you may trust me to make the arrange- 
ments necessary to a safe conclusion. Meantime, 
follow me to my room, where I shall give you a safe 
and powerful opiate ; for, whatever you do, you must 
have rest.' 

The next day was the longest in Silas's memory ; 
it seemed as if it would never be done. He denied 
himself to his friends, and sat in a corner with his 
eyes fixed upon the Saratoga trunk in dismal con- 
templation. His own former indiscretions were now 
returned upon him in kind ; for the observatory had 
been once more opened, and he was conscious of an 
almost continual study from Madame Zephyrine's 
apartment. So distressing did this become, that he 
was at last obliged to block up the spy-hole from his 
own side ; and when he was thus secured from obser- 
vation he spent a considerable portion of his time in 
contrite tears and prayer, 
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Late in the evening Dr. Noel entered the room 
carrying in his hand a pair of sealed envelopes with- 
out address, one somewhat bulky, and the other so 
slim as to seem without enclosure. 

' Silas,' he said, seating himself at the table, 
' the time has now come for me to explain my plan 
for your salvation. To-morrow morning, at an early 
hour, Prince Florizel of Bohemia returns to London, 
after having diverted himself for a few days with the 
Parisian Carnival. It was my fortune, a good while 
ago, to do Colonel Gferaldine, his Master of the 
Horse, one of those services, so common in my pro- 
fession, which are never forgotten upon either side. 
I have no need to explain to you the nature of the 
obligation under which he was laid ; suffice it to say 
that I knew him ready to serve me in any practi- 
cable manner. Now, it was necessary for you to gain 
London with your trunk unopened. To this the 
Custom House seemed to oppose a fatal difficulty ; 
but I bethought me that the baggage of so con- 
siderable a person as the Prince, is, as a matter of 
courtesy, passed without examination by the officers 
of Custom. I applied to Colonel Greraldine, and 
succeeded in obtaining a favourable answer. To- 
morrow, if you go before six to the hotel where the 
Prince lodges, your baggage will be passed over as a 
part of his, and you yourself will make the journey 
as a member of his suite.' 

' It seems to me, as you speak, that I have already 
seen both the Prince and Colonel Greraldine ; I even 
overheard some of their conversation the other 
evening at the Bullier Ball.' 

' It is probable enough ; for the Prince loves to 
mix with all societies,' replied the Doctor. ' Once 
arrived in London,' he pursued, ' your task is nearly 
ended. In this more bulky envelope I have given 
you a letter which I dare not address ; but in the 
other you will find the designation of the house to 
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which you must carry it along wifh. your box, which 
will there be taken from you and not trouble you 
any more.' 

' Alas ! ' said Silas, ' I have every wish to believe 
you ; but how is it possible ? You open up to me 
a bright prospect, but, I ask you, is my mind 
capable of receiving so unlikely a solution? Be 
more generous, and let me farther understand your 
meaning.' 

The Doctor seemed painfully impressed. 

' Boy,' he answered, ' you do not know how hard 
a thing you ask of me. But be it so. I am now 
inured to humiliation ; and it would be strange if I 
refused you this, after having granted you so much. 
Know, then, that although I now make so quiet an 
appearance — frugal, solitary, addicted to study — 
when I was younger, my name was once a rallying- 
cry among the most astute and dangerous spirits of 
London ; and while I was outwardly an object for 
respect and consideration, my true power resided in 
the most secret, terrible, and criminal relations. It 
is to one of the persons who then obeyed me that I 
now address myself to deliver you from your burden. 
They were men of many different nations and dex- 
terities, all bound together by a formidable oath, 
and working to the same purposes ; the trade of the 
association was in murder ; and I who speak to you, 
innocent as I appear, was the chieftain of this re- 
doubtable crew.' 

' What ? ' cried Silas. ' A murderer ? And one 
with whom murder was a trade ? Can I take your 
hand ? Ought I so much as to accept your services ? 
Dark and criminal old man, would you make an 
accomplice of my youth and my distress ? ' 

The Doctor bitterly laughed. 

' You are difficult to please, Mr. Scuddamore,' 
said he ; ' but I now offer you your choice of com- 
pany between the murdered man and the murderer. 
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If your conscience is too nice to accept my aid, say 
so, and I will immediately leave you. Thence- 
forward you can deal with your trunk and its be- 
longings as best suits your upright conscience,' 

' I own myself wrong,' replied Silas. ' I should 
have remembered how generously you offered to 
shield me, even before I had convinced you of my 
innocence, and I continue to listeu to your counsels 
with gratitude.' 

' That is well,' returned the Doctor ; ' and I per- 
ceive you are beginning to learn some of the lessons 
of experience.' 

* At the same time,' resumed the New-Englander, 
' as you confess yourself accustomed to this tragical 
business, and the people to whom you recommend 
me are your own former associates and friends, could 
you not yourself undertake the transport of the box, 
and rid me at once of its detested presence ? ' 

' Upon my word,' replied the Doctor, ' I admire 
you cordially. If you do not think I have already 
meddled sufficiently in your concerns, believe me, 
from my heart I think the contrary. Take or leave 
my services as I offer them ; and trouble me with 
no more words of gratitude, for I value your con- 
sideration even more lightly than I do your intellect. 
A time will come, if you should be spared to see a 
number of years in health of mind, when you will 
think differently of all this, and blush for your to- 
night's behaviour.' 

So saying, the Doctor arose from his chair, re- 
peated his directions briefly and clearly, and departed 
from the room without permitting Silas any time to 
answer. 

The next morning Silas presented himself at the 
hotel, where he was politely received by Colonel 
Geraldine, and relieved, from that moment, of all 
immediate alarm about his trunk and its grisly con- 
tents. The journey passed over without much inci- 
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dent, although the young man was horrified to 
overhear the sailors and railway porters complaining 
among themselves about the unusual weight of the 
Prince's baggage. Silas travelled in a carriage with 
the valets, for Prince Florizel chose to be alone with 
his Master of the Horse. On board the steamer, 
however, Silas attracted his Highness's attention by 
the melancholy of his air and attitude as he stood 
gazing at the pile of baggage ; for he was still full of 
disquietude about the future. 

' There is a young man,' observed the Prince, 
' who must have some cause for sorrow.' 

' That,' replied Greraldine, ' is the American for 
whom I obtained permission to travel with your suite.' 

' You remind me that I have been remiss in 
courtesy,' said Prince Florizel, and advancing to 
Silas, he addressed him with the most exquisite 
condescension in these words : — 

' I was charmed, young sir, to be able to gratify 
the desire you made known to me through Colonel 
Geraldine. Kemember, if you please, that I shall 
be glad at any future time to lay you under a more 
serious obligation.' 

And he then put some questions as to the poli- 
tical condition of America, which Silas answered 
with sense and propriety. 

' You are still a young man,' said the Prince ; 
* but I observe you to be very serious for your years. 
Perhaps you allow your attention to be too much 
occupied with grave studies. But, perhaps, on the 
other hand, I am myself indiscreet and touch upon a 
painful subject.' 

' I have certainly cause to be the most miserable 
of men,' said Silas ; ' never has a more innocent per- 
son been more dismally abused.' 

' I will not ask you for your confidence,' re- 
turned Prince Florizel. ' But do not forget that 
Colonel Geraldine's recommendation is an unfailing 
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passport ; and that I am not only willing, but possi- 
bly more able than many others, to do you a service. 

Silas was delighted with the amiability of this 
great personage ; but his mind soon returned upon 
its gloomy preoccupations ; for not even the favour 
of a Prince to a Eepublican can discharge a brooding 
spirit of its cares. 

The train arrived at Charing Cross, where the 
officers of the Eevenue respected the baggage of 
Prince Florizel in the usual manner. The most 
elegant equipages were in waiting ; and Silas was 
driven, along with the rest, to the Prince's resi- 
dence. There Colonel Greraldine sought him out, 
and expressed himself pleased to have been of any 
service to a friend of the physician's, for whom he 
professed a great consideration. 

' I hope,' he added, ' that you will find none of 
your porcelain injured. Special orders were given 
along the line to deal tenderly with the Prince's 
effects.' 

And then, directing the servants to place one of 
the carriages at the young gentleman's disposal, and 
at once to charge the Saratoga trunk upon the dickey, 
the Colonel shook hands and excused himself on ac- 
count of his occupations in the princely household. 

Silas now broke the seal of the envelope con- 
taining the address, and directed the stately footman 
to drive him to Box Court, opening off the Strand. 
It seemed as if the place were not at all unknown to 
the man, for he looked startled and begged a repe- 
tition of the order. It was with a heart full of 
alarms, that Silas mounted into the luxurious 
vehicle, and was driven to his destination. The 
entrance to Box Court was too narrow for the pas- 
sage of a coach ; it was a mere footway between 
railings, with a post at either end. On one of these 
posts was seated a man, who at once jumped down 
and exchanged a friendly sign with the driven while 
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the footman opened the door and inquired of Silas 
whether he should take down the Saratoga trunk, 
and to what number it should be carried. 

' If you please,' said Silas. ' To number three.' 

The footman and the man who had been sitting 
on the post, even with the aid of Silas himself, had 
hard work to carry in the trunk ; and before it was 
deposited at the door of the house in question, the 
young American was horrified to find a score of 
loiterers looking on. But he knocked with as good 
a countenance as he could muster up, and presented 
the other envelope to him who opened. 

'He is not at home,' said he, 'but if you will 
leave your letter and return to-morrow early, I shall 
be able to inform you whether and when he can re- 
ceive your visit. Would you like to leave your 
box ? ' he added. 

' Dearly,' cried Silas ; and the next moment he 
repented his precipitation, and declared, with equal 
emphasis, that he would rather carry the box along 
with him to the hotel. 

The crowd jeered at his indecision and followed 
him to the carriage with insulting remarks ; and 
Silas, covered with shame and terror, implored the 
servants to conduct him to some quiet and com- 
fortable house of entertainment in the immediate 
neighbourhood. 

The Prince's equipage deposited Silas at the 
Craven Hotel in Craven Street, and immediately 
drove away, leaving him alone with the servants of 
the inn. The only vacant room, it appeared, was a 
little den up four pairs of stairs, and looking towards 
the back. To this hermitage, with infinite trouble 
and complaint, a pair of stout porters carried the 
Saratoga trunk. It is needless to mention that 
Silas kept closely at their heels throughout the 
ascent, and had his heart in his mouth at every 
corner. A single false step, he reflected, and the 
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box might go over the bannisters and land its fatal 
contents, plainly discovered, on the pavement of the 
hall. 

Arrived in the room, he sat down on the edge of 
his bed to recover from the agony that he had just 
endured ; but he had hardly taken his position when 
he was recalled to a sense of his peril by the action 
of the boots, who had knelt beside the trunk, and 
was proceeding officiously to undo its elaborate 
fastenings. 

' Let it be ! ' cried Silas. ' I shall want nothing 
from it while I stay here.' 

'You might have let it lie in the hall, then,' 
growled the man ; * a thing as big and heavy as a 
church. What you have inside, I cannot fancy. 
If it is all money, you are a richer man than me.' 

' Money ? ' repeated Silas, in a sudden perturba- 
tion. ' What do you mean by money ? I have no 
money, and you are speaking like a fool.' 

' All right, captain,' retorted the boots with a 
wink. 'There's nobody will touch your lordship's 
money. I'm as safe as the bank,' he added ; i but as 
the box is heavy, I shouldn't mind drinking some- 
thing to your lordship's health.' 

Silas pressed two Napoleons upon his acceptance, 
apologising, at the same time, for being obliged to 
trouble him with foreign money, and pleading his 
recent arrival for excuse. And the man, grumbling 
with even greater fervour, and looking contemptu- 
ously from the money in his hand to the Saratoga 
trunk and back again from the one to the other, at 
last consented to withdraw. 

For nearly two days the dead body had been 
packed into Silas's box ; and as soon as he was 
alone the unfortunate New-Englander nosed all the 
cracks and openings with the most passionate atten- 
tion. But the weather was cool, and the trunk 
gtill managed to contain his shocking secret. 
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He took a chair beside it, and buried his face in 
his hands, and his mind in the most profound reflec- 
tion. If he were not speedily relieved, no question 
but he must be speedily discovered. Alone in a 
strange city, without friends or accomplices, if the 
Doctor's introduction failed him, he was indubitably 
a lost New-Englander. He reflected pathetically over 
his ambitious designs for the future ; he should not 
now become the hero and spokesman of his native 
place of Bangor, Maine ; he should not, as he had 
fondly anticipated, move on from office to office, from 
honour to honour ; he might as well divest himself 
at once of all hope of being acclaimed President of 
the United States, and leaving behind him a statue, 
in the worst possible style of art, to adorn the 
Capitol at Washington. Here he was, chained to a 
dead Englishman doubled up inside a Saratoga 
trunk ; whom he must get rid of, or perish from the 
rolls of national glory ! 

I should be afraid to chronicle the language 
employed by this young man to the Doctor, to the 
murdered man, to Madame Zephyrine, to the boots 
of the hotel, to the Prince's servants, and, in a 
word, to all who had been ever so remotely connected 
with his horrible misfortune. 

He slunk down to dinner about seven at night ; 
but the yellow coffee-room appalled him, the eyes of 
the other diners seemed to rest on his with suspicion, 
and his mind remained upstairs with the Saratoga 
trunk. When the waiter came to offer him cheese, 
his nerves were already so much on edge that he 
leaped half-way out of his chair and upset the 
remainder of a pint of ale upon the table-cloth. 

The fellow offered to show him to the smoking- 
room when he had done ; and although he would 
have much preferred to return at once to his perilous 
treasure, he had not the courage to refuse, and was 
Bhown downstairs to the black, gas-lit cellar, which 
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formed, and possibly still forms, the divan of the 
Craven Hotel. 

Two very sad betting men were playing billiards, 
attended by a moist, consumptive marker ; and for 
the moment Silas imagined that these were the only 
occupants of the apartment. But at the next glance 
his eye fell upon a person smoking in the farthest 
corner, with lowered eyes and a most respectable 
and modest aspect. He knew at once that he had 
seen the face before; and, in spite of the entire 
change of clothes, recognised the man whom he had 
found seated on a post at the entrance to Box Court, 
and who had helped him to carry the trunk to and 
from the carriage. The New-Englander simply 
turned and ran, nor did he pause until he had 
locked and bolted himself into his bedroom. 

There, all night long, a prey to the most terrible 
imaginations, he watched beside the fatal boxful 
of dead flesh. The suggestion of the boots that his 
trunk was full of gold inspired him with all manner 
of new terrors, if he so much as dared to close an 
eye ; and the presence in the smoking-room, and 
under an obvious disguise, of the loiterer from Box 
Court convinced him that he was once more the 
centre of obscure machinations. 

Midnight had sounded some time, when, impelled 
by uneasy suspicions, Silas opened his bedroora 
door and peered into the passage. It was dimly 
illuminated by a single jet of gas; and some distance 
off he perceived a man sleeping on the floor in the 
costume of an hotel under-servant. Silas drew near 
the man on tiptoe. He lay partly on his back, 
partly on his side, and his right forearm concealed his 
face from recognition. Suddenly, while the American 
was still bending over him, the sleeper removed his 
arm and opened his eyes, and Silas found himself 
once more face to face with the loiterer of Box 
Court, 
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'- Good night, sir,' said the man, pleasantly. 

But Silas was too profoundly moved to find an 
answer, and regained his room in silence. 

Towards morning, worn out by apprehension, he 
fell asleep on his chair, with his head forward on the 
trunk. In spite of so constrained an attitude and 
such a grisly pillow, his slumber was sound and 
prolonged, and he was only awakened at a late hour 
and by a sharp tapping at the door. 

He hurried to open, and found the boots without. 

' You are the gentleman who called yesterday at 
Box Court ? ' he asked. 

Silas, with a quaver, admitted that he had done 

60. 

' Then this note is for you,' added the servant, 
proffering a sealed envelope. 

Silas tore it open, and found inside the words t 
* Twelve o'clock.' 

He was punctual to the hour ; the trunk was 
carried before him by several stout servants ; and he 
was himself ushered into a room, where a man sat 
warming himself before the fire with his back 
towards the door. The sound of so many persona 
entering and leaving, and the scraping of the trunk 
as it was deposited upon the bare boards, were alike 
unable to attract the notice of the occupant ; and 
Silas stood waiting, in an agony of fear, until he 
should deign to recognise his presence. 

Perhaps five minutes had elapsed before the man 
turned leisurely about, and disclosed the features of 
Prince Florizel of Bohemia. 

' So, sir,' he said, with great severity, ' this is the 
manner in which you abuse my politeness. You 
join yourselves to persons of condition, I perceive, 
for no other purpose than to escape the consequences 
of your crimes ; and I can readily understand your 
embarrassment when I addressed myself to you 
yesterday.' 
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' Indeed,' cried Silas, ' I am innocent of every- 
thing except misfortune.' 

And in a hurried voice, and with the greatest 
ingenuousness, he recounted to the Prince the whole 
history of his calamity. 

' I see I have been mistaken,' said his Highness, 
when he had heard him to an end. ' You are no 
other than a victim, and since I am not to punish 
you may be sure I shall do my utmost to help. 
And now,' he continued, ' to business. Open your 
box at once, and let me see what it contains.' 

Silas changed colour. 

' I almost fear to look upon it,' he exclaimed. 

' Nay,' replied the Prince, ' have you not looked 
at it already ? This is a form of sentimentality to 
be resisted. The sight of a sick man, whom we can 
still help, should appeal more directly to the feelings 
than that of a dead man who is equally beyond help 
or harm, love or hatred. Nerve yourself, Mr. 
Scuddamore,' and then, seeing that Silas still 
hesitated, ' I do not desire to give another name to 
my request,*" he added. 

The young American awoke as if out of a dream, 
and with a shiver of repugnance addressed himself 
to loose the straps and open the lock of the Saratoga 
trunk. The Prince stood by, watching with a 
composed countenance and his hands behind his 
back. The body was quite stiff, and it cost Silas a 
great effort, both moral and physical, to dislodge it 
from its position, and discover the face. 

Prince Florizel started back with an exclamation 
of painful surprise. 

' Alas ! ' he cried, ' you little know, Mr. Scudda- 
more, what a cruel gift you have brought me. This 
is a young man of my own suite, the brother of 
my trusted friend ; and it was upon matters of my 
own service that he has thus perished at the hands 
of violent and treacherous men. Poor Geraldine,' 
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he went, on, as if to himself, ' in what words am I to 
toll you of your brother's fate ? How can I excuse 
myself in your eyes, or in the eyes of God, for the 
presumptuous schemes that led him to this bloody 
and unnatural death ? Ah, Florizel ! Florizel ! when 
will you learn the discretion that suits mortal life, 
and be no longer dazzled with the image of power 
at your disposal ? Power ! ' he cried ; ' who is more 
powerless ? I look upon this young man whom I 
have sacrificed, Mr. Scuddamore, and feel how small 
a thing it is to be a Prince.' 

Silas was moved at the sight of his emotion, 
lie tried to murmur some consolatory words, and 
burst into tears. The Prince, touched by his obvious 
intention, came up to him and took him by the 
hand. 

' Command yourself,' said he. ' We have both 
much to learn, and we shall both be better men for 
to-day's meeting.' 

Silas thanked him in silence with an affectionate 
look. 

' Write me the address of Doctor Noel on this 
piece of paper,' continued the Prince, leading him 
towards the table ; ' and let me recommend you, 
when you are again in Paris, to avoid the society of 
that dangerous man. He has acted in this matter 
on a generous inspiration ; that I must believe ; had 
he been privy to young Geraldine's death he would 
never have despatched the body to the care of the 
actual criminal.' 

' The actual criminal ! ' repeated Silas in 
astonishment. 

' Even so,' returned the Prince. ' This letter, 
which the disposition of Almighty Providence has so 
strangely delivered into my hands, was addressed to 
no less a person than the criminal himself, the 
infamous President of the Suicide Club. Seek to 
pry no farther in these perilous affairs, but content 



66 NEW ARAB/AN NIGHTS. 

yourself with your own miraculous escape, and leave 
this house at once. I have pressing affairs, and 
must arrange at once about this poor clay, which 
was so lately a gallant and handsome youth.' 

Silas took a grateful and submissive leave of 
Prince Florizel, but he lingered in Box Court until 
he saw him depart in a splendid carriage on a visit 
to Colonel Henderson of the police. Republican as 
he was, the young American took off his hat with 
almost a sentiment of devotion to the retreating 
carriage. And the same night he started by rail on 
his return to Paris. 

Here (observes my Arabian author) is the end of 
The History of the Physician and the Saratoga 
Trunk. Omitting some reflections on the power of 
Providence, highly pertinent in the original, bid 
little suited, to our occidental taste, I shall only 
add that Mr. Scuddamore has already begun to 
mount the ladder of political fame, and by last 
advices was the Sheriff of his native town. 



THE ADVENTURE OF THE HANSOM CABS. 

Lieutenant Brackenbury Eich had greatly distin- 
guished himself in one of the lesser Indian hill wars. 
He it was who took the chieftain prisoner with his 
own hand ; his gallantry was universally applauded ; 
and when he came home, prostrated by an ugly 
sabre cut and a protracted j ungle fever, society was 
prepared to welcome the Lieutenant as a celebrity of 
minor lustre. But his was a character remarkable 
for unaffected modesty ; adventure was dear to his 
heart, but he cared little for adulation ; and he 
waited at foreign watering-places and in Algiers 
until the fame of his exploits had run through ita 
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nine days' vitality and begun to be forgotten. He 
arrived in London at last, in the early season, with 
as little observation as he could, desire ; and as he 
was an orphan and had none but distant relatives 
who lived in the provinces, it was almost as a 
foreigner that he installed himself in the capital of 
the country for which he had shed his blood. 

On the day following his arrival he dined alone 
at a military club. He shook hands with a few old 
comrades, and received their warm congratulations ; 
but as one and all had some engagement for the 
evening, he found himself left entirely to his own 
resources. He was in dress, for he had entertained 
the notion of visiting a theatre. But the great city 
was new to him ; he bad gone from a provincial 
school to a military college, and thence direct to the 
Eastern Empire ; and he promised himself a variety 
of delights in this world for exploration. Swinging 
his cane, he took his way westward. It was a mild 
evening, already dark, and now and then threatening 
rain. The succession of faces in the lamplight 
stirred the Lieutenant's imagination ; and it seemed 
to him as if he could walk for ever in that stimu- 
lating city atmosphere and surrounded by the mystery 
of four million private lives. He glanced at the 
houses, and marvelled what was passing behind those 
warmly-lighted windows ; he looked into face after 
face, and saw them each intent upon some unknown 
interest, criminal or kindly. 

' They talk of war,' he thought, ' but this is the 
great battlefield of mankind.' 

And then he began to wonder that he should 
walk so long in this complicated scene, and not 
chance upon so much as the shadow of an adventure 
for himself. 

' All in good time,' he reflected. ' I am still a 
stranger, and perhaps wear a strange air. But I 
must be drawn into the eddy before long.' 
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The night was already well advanced when a 
plump of cold rain fell suddenly out of the darkness. 
Brackenbury paused under some trees, and as he 
did so he caught sight of a hansom cabman making 
him a sign that he was disengaged. The circum- 
stance fell in so happily to the occasion that he 
at once raised his cane in answer, and had soon 
ensconced himself in the London gondola. 

; Where to, sir ? ' asked the driver. 

' Where you please,' said Brackenbury. 

And immediately, at a pace of surprising swift- 
ness, the hansom drove off through the rain into a 
maze of villas. One villa was so like another, each 
with its front garden, and there was so little to dis- 
tinguish the deserted lamp-lit streets and crescents 
through which the flying hansom took its way, that 
Brackenbury soon lost all idea of direction. He 
would have been tempted to believe that the cabman 
was amusing himself by driving him round and 
round and in and out about a small quarter, but 
there was something businesslike in the speed which 
convinced him of the contrary. The man had an 
object in view, he was hastening towards a definite 
end ; and Brackenbury was at once astonished at the 
fellow's skill in picking a way through such a laby- 
rinth, and a little concerned to imagine what was 
the occasion of his hurry. He had heard tales of 
strangers falling ill in London. Did the driver 
belong to some bloody and treacherous association ? 
and was he himself being whirled to a murderous 
death ? 

The thought had scarcely presented itself, when 
the cab swung sharply round a corner and pulled up 
before the garden gate of a villa in a long and wide 
road. The house was brilliantly lighted up. Another 
hansom had just driven away, and Brackenbury could 
see a gentleman being admitted at the front door 
and received by several liveried servants. He was 



THE SUICIDE CLUB. 69 

surprised that the cabman should have stopped so 
immediately in front of a house where a reception 
was being held; but he did not doubt it was the 
result of accident, and sat placidly smoking where 
he was, until he heard the trap thrown open over 
his head. 

' Here we are, sir,' said the driver. 

' Here ! ' repeated Brackenbury. ' Where ? ' 

' You told me to ta.ke you where I pleased, sir, 
returned the man with a chuckle, ' and here we are.' 

It struck Brackenbury that the voice was won- 
derfully smooth and courteous for a man in so 
inferior a position ; he remembered the speed at 
which he had been driven ; and now it occurred to 
him that the hansom was more luxuriously appointed 
than the common run of public conveyances. 

' I must ask you to explain,' said he. ' Do you 
mean to turn me out into the rain ? My good man, 
I suspect the choice is mine.' 

' The choice is certainly yours,' replied the driver; 
'but when I tell you all, I believe I know how a 
gentleman of your figure will decide. There is a 
gentlemen's party in this house. I do not know 
whether the master be a stranger to London and 
without acquaintances of his own ; or whether he is 
a man of odd notions. But certainly I was hired to 
kidnap single gentlemen in evening dress, as many 
as I pleased, but military officers by preference. 
You have simply to go in and say that Mr. Morris 
invited you.' 

' Are you Mr. Morris ? ' inquired the Lieutenant. 

4 Oh, no,' replied the cabman. ' Mr. Morris is 
the person of the house.' 

' It is not a common way of collecting guests,' 
said Brackenbury : ' but an eccentric man might very 
well indulge the whim without any intention to 
offend. And suppose that I refuse Mr. Morris's in- 
vitation,' he went on, ' what then ? ' 
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( My orders are to drive you back where I took 
you from,' replied the man, ' and set out to look for 
others up to midnight. Those who have no fancy for 
such an adventure, Mr. Morris said, were not the 
guests for him.' 

These words decided the Lieutenant on the spot. 

'After all,' he reflected, as he descended from 
the hansom, ' I have not had long to wait for my 
adventure.' 

He had hardly found footing on the side-walk, 
and was still feeling in his pocket for the fare, when 
the cab swung about and drove off by the way it 
came at the former break-neck velocity. Bracken- 
bury shouted after the man, who paid no heed, and 
continued to drive away ; but the sound of his voice 
was overheard in the house, the door was again 
thrown open, emitting a flood of light upon the 
garden, and a servant ran down to meet him holding 
an umbrella. 

' The cabman has been paid,' observed the servant 
in a very civil tone; and he proceeded to escort 
Brackenbury along the path and up the steps. In 
the hall several other attendants relieved him of his 
hat, cane, and paletot, gave him a ticket with a 
number in return, and politely hurried him up a 
stair adorned with tropical flowers, to the door of an 
apartment on the first storey. Here a grave butler 
inquired his name, and announcing 'Lieutenant 
Brackenbury Eich,' ushered him into the drawing- 
room of the house. 

A young man, slender and singularly handsome, 
came forward and greeted him with an air at once 
courtly and affectionate. Hundreds of candles, of 
the finest wax, lit up a room that was perfumed, like 
the staircase, with a profusion of rare and beautiful 
flowering shrubs. A side-table was loaded with 
tempting viands. Several servants went to and fro 
with fruits and goblets of champagne. The company 
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was perhaps sixteen in number, all men, few beyond 
the prime of life, and with hardly an exception, of 
a dashing and capable exterior. They were divided 
into two groups, one about a roulette board, and the 
other surrounding a table at which one of their 
number held a bank of baccarat. 

' I see,' thought Brackenbury, * I am in a private 
gambling saloon, and the cabman was a tout.' 

His eye had embraced the details, and his mind 
formed the conclusion, while his host was still 
holding him by the hand ; and to him his looks 
returned from this rapid survey. At a second view 
Mr. Morris surprised him still more . than on the 
first. The easy elegance of his manners, the dis- 
tinction, amiability, and courage that appeared 
upon his features, fitted very ill with the Lieutenant's 
preconceptions on the subject of the proprietor of a 
hell; and the tone of his conversation seemed to 
mark him out for a man of position and merit. 
Brackenbury found he had an instinctive liking for 
his entertainer ; and though he chid himself for the 
weakness, he was unable to resist a sort of friendly 
attraction for Mr. Morris's person and character. 

' I have heard of you, Lieutenant Eich,' said Mr. 
Morris, lowering his tone ; ' and believe me I am 
gratified to make your acquaintance. Tour looks 
accord with the reputation that has preceded you 
from India. And if you will forget for a while the 
irregularity of your presentation in my house, I shall 
feel it not only an honour, but a genuine pleasure 
besides. A man who makes a mouthful of barbarian 
cavaliers,' he added with a laugh, 'should not be 
appalled by a breach of etiquette, however serious.' 

And he led him towards the sideboard and pressed 
him to partake of some refreshment. 

' Upon my word,' the Lieutenant reflected, ' this 
is one of the pleasantest fellows and, I do not doubt, 
one of the most agreeable societies in London.' 
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He partook of some champagne, which he found 
excellent ; and observing that many of the company 
were already smoking, he lit one of his own Manillas, 
and strolled up to the roulette board, where he 
sometimes made a stake and sometimes looked on 
smilingly on the fortune of others. It was while he 
was thus idling that he became aware of a sharp 
scrutiny to which the whole of the guests were sub- 
jected. Mr. Morris went here and there, ostensibly 
busied on hospitable concerns ; but he had ever a 
shrewd glance at disposal ; not a man of the party 
escaped his sudden, searching looks ; he took stock of 
the bearing of heavy losers, he valued the amount 
of the stakes, he paused behind couples who were 
deep in conversation ; and, in a word, there was 
hardly a characteristic of anyone present but he 
seemed to catch and make a note of it. Bracken- 
bury began to wonder if this were indeed a gambling 
hell : it had so much the air of a private inquisition. 
He followed Mr. Morris in all his movements ; and 
although the man had a ready smile, he seemed to 
perceive, as it were under a mask, a haggard, care- 
worn, and preoccupied spirit. The fellows around 
him laughed and made their game ; but Brackenbury 
had lost interest in the guests. 

' This Morris,' thought he, ' is no idler in the 
room. Some deep purpose inspires him; let it be 
mine to fathom it.' 

Now and then Mr. Morris would call one. of his 
visitors aside ; and after a brief colloquy in an ante- 
room, he would return alone, and the visitors in 
question reappeared no more. After a certain number 
of repetitions, this performance excited Brackenbury's 
curiosity to a high degree. He determined to be at the 
bottom of this minor mystery at once ; and strolling 
into the ante-room, found a deep window recess 
concealed by curtains of the fashionable green. Here 
be hurriedly ensconced himself; nor had he to wait 
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long before the sound of steps and voices drew near 
him from the principal apartment. Peering through 
the division, he saw Mr. Morris escorting a fat and 
ruddy personage, with somewhat the look of a com- 
mercial traveller, whom Brackenbury had already 
remarked for his coarse laugh and under-bred be- 
haviour at the table. The pair halted immediately 
before the window, so that Brackenbury lost not a 
word of the following discourse : — 

' I beg you a thousand pardons ! ' began Mr. 
Morris, with the most conciliatory manner ; ' and, if 
I appear rude, I am sure you will readily forgive me. 
In a place so great as London accidents must con- 
tinually happen ; and the best that we can hope is to 
remedy them with as small delay as possible. I will 
not deny that I fear you have made a mistake and 
honoured my poor house by inadvertence ; for, to 
speak openly, I cannot at all remember your ap- 
pearance. Let me put the question without un- 
necessary circumlocution — between gentlemen of 
honour a word will suffice — Under whose roof do 
you suppose yourself to be ? ' 

' That of Mr. Morris,' replied the other, with a 
prodigious display of confusion, which had been 
visibly growing upon him throughout the last few 
words. 

' Mr. John or Mr. James Morris ? ' inquired the 
host. 

' I really cannot tell you,' returned the unfortu- 
nate guest. ' I am not personally acquainted with 
the gentleman, any more than I am with yourself.' 

' I see,' said Mr. Morris. ' There is another 
person of the same name farther down the street ; 
and I have no doubt the policeman will be able to 
supply you with his number. Believe me, I felicitate 
myself on the misunderstanding which has procured 
me the pleasure of your company for so long ; and 
let me express a hope that we may meet again upon 
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a more regular footing. Meantime, I would not 
for the world detain you longer from your friends. 
John,' he added, raising his voice, ' will you see that 
this gentleman finds his great-coat ? ' 

And with the most agreeable air Mr. Morris 
escorted his visitor as far as the ante-room door, 
where he left him under conduct of the butler. As 
he passed the window, on his return to the drawing- 
room, Brackenbury could hear him utter a profound 
sigh, as though his mind was loaded with a great 
anxiety, and his nerves already fatigued with the 
task on which he was engaged. 

For perhaps an hour the hansoms kept arriving 
with such frequency, that Mr. Morris had to receive 
a new guest for every old one that he sent away, 
and the company preserved its number undimi- 
nished. But towards the end of that time the 
arrivals grew few and far betweerj, and at length 
ceased entirely, while the process of elimination was 
continued with unimpaired activity. The drawing- 
room began to look empty : the baccarat was dis- 
continued for lack of a banker ; more than one 
person said good night of his own accord, and was 
suffered to depart without expostulation ; and in the 
meanwhile Mr. Morris redoubled in agreeable atten- 
tions to those who stayed behind. He went from 
group to group and from person to person with looks 
of the readiest sympathy and the most pertinent and 
pleasing talk; he was not so much like a host as 
like a hostess, and there was a feminine coquetry 
and condescension in his manner which charmed the 
hearts of all. 

As the guests grew thinner, Lieutenant Rich 
strolled for a moment out of the drawing-room into 
the hall in quest of fresher air. But he had no 
sooner passed the threshold of the ante-chamber than 
he was brought to a dead halt by a discovery of the 
most surprising nature. The flowering shrubs had 
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disappeared from the staircase ; three large furni- 
ture waggons stood before the garden gate ; the 
servants were busy dismantling the house upon al] 
sides ; and some of them had already donned their 
great-coats and were preparing to depart. It was 
like the end of a country ball, where everything has 
been supplied by contract. Brackenbury had indeed 
some matter for reflection. First, the guests, who 
were no real guests after all, had been dismissed ; 
and now the servants, who could hardly be genuine 
servants, were actively dispersing. 

' Was the whole establishment a sham ? ' he 
asked himself. 'The mushroom of a single night 
which should disappear before morning ? ' 

"Watching a favourable opportunity, Brackenbury 
dashed upstairs to the higher regions of the house. 
It was as he had expected. He ran from room to 
room, and saw not a stick of furniture nor so much 
as a picture on the walls. Although the house had 
been painted and papered, it was not only un- 
inhabited at present, but plainly had never been 
inhabited at all. The young officer remembered 
with astonishment its specious, settled, and hospit- 
able air on his arrival. It was only at a prodigious 
cost that the imposture could have been carried out 
upon so great a scale. 

Who, then, was Mr. Morris? What was his 
intention in thus playing the householder for a 
single night in the remote west of London ? And why 
did he collect his visitors at hazard from the streets ? 

Brackenbury remembered that he had already 
delayed too long, and hastened to join the company. 
Many had left during his absence ; and counting the 
Lieutenant and his host, there were not more than 
five persons in the drawing-room — recently so 
thronged. Mr. Morris greeted him, as he re-entered 
the apartment, with a smile, and immediately rose 
to his feet. 
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' It is now time, gentlemen,' said he, ' to explain 
my purpose in decoying you from your amusements. 
I trust you did not find, the evening hang very dully 
on your hands ; but my object, I will confess it, was 
not to entertain your leisure, but to help myself in 
an unfortunate necessity. You are all gentlemen,' 
he continued, ' your appearance does you that much 
justice, and I ask for no better security. Hence, I 
speak it without concealment, I ask you to render 
me a dangerous and delicate service ; dangerous 
because you may run the hazard of your lives, and 
delicate because I must ask an absolute discretion 
upon all that you shall see or hear. From an utter 
stranger the request is almost comically extra- 
vagant ; I am well aware of this ; and I would add 
at once, if there be anyone present who has heard 
enough, if there be one among the party who recoils 
from a dangerous confidence and a piece of Quixotic 
devotion to he knows not whom — here is my hand 
ready, and I shall wish him good-night and God- 
speed with all the sincerity in the world.' 

A very tall, black man, with a heavy stoop, 
immediately responded to this appeal. 

' I commend your frankness, Sir,' said he ; * and, 
for my part, I go. I make no reflections ; but I 
cannot deny that you fill me with suspicious 
thoughts. I go myself, as I say ; and perhaps you 
will think I have no right to add words to my 
example.' 

' On the contrary,' replied Mr. Morris, ' I am 
obliged to you for all you say. It would be im- 
possible to exaggerate the gravity of my proposal.' 

' Well, gentlemen, what do you say ? ' said the 
tall man, addressing the others. ' We have had our 
evening's frolic ; shall we all go homeward peaceably 
in a body ? You will think well of my suggestion 
in the morning, when you see the sun again in 
innocence and safety.' 
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The speaker pronounced the last words with an 
intonation which added to their force ; and his face 
wore a singular expression, full of gravity and signi- 
ficance. Another of the company rose nastily, and, 
with some appearance of alarm, prepared to take his 
leave. There were only two who held their ground, 
Brackenbury and an old red-nosed cavalry Major; 
but these two preserved a nonchalant demeanour, 
and, beyond a look of intelligence which they 
rapidly exchanged, appeared entirely foreign to the 
discussion that had just been terminated. 

Mr. Morris conducted the deserters as far as the 
door, which he closed upon their heels ; then he 
turned round, disclosing a countenance of mingled 
relief and animation, and addressed the two officers 
as follows. 

' I have chosen my men like Joshua in the Bible,' 
said Mr. Morris, ' and I now believe I have the pick 
of London. Your appearance pleased my hansom 
cabmen ; then it delighted me ; I have watched 
your behaviour in a strange company, and under the 
most unusual circumstances : I have studied how 
you played and how you bore your losses ; lastly, I 
have put you to the test of a staggering announce- 
ment, and you received it like an invitation to 
dinner. It is not for nothing,' he cried, ' that I 
have been for years the companion and the pupil of 
the bravest and wisest potentate in Europe.' 

' At the affair of Bunderchang,' observed the 
Major, 'I asked for twelve volunteers, and every 
trooper in the ranks replied to my appeal. But a 
gaming party is not the same thing as a regiment 
under fire. You may be pleased, I suppose, to have 
found two, and two who will not fail you at a push. 
As for the pair who ran away, I count them among 
the most pitiful hounds I ever met with. Lieu- 
tenant Rich,' he added, addressing Brackenbury, 
' I have heard much of you of late ; and I cannot 
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doubt but you have also heard of me. I am Major 
O'Kooke.' 

And the veteran tendered his hand, which was 
red and tremulous, to the young Lieutenant. 

' Who has not ? ' answered Brackenbury. 

'When this little matter is settled,' said Mr. 
Morris, ' you will think I have sufficiently rewarded 
you; for I could offer neither a more valuable 
service than to make him acquainted with the other.' 

' And now,' said Major O'Eooke, ' is it a duel ? ' 

' A duel after a fashion,' replied Mr. Morris, ' a 
duel with unknown and dangerous enemies, and, as 
I gravely fear, a duel to the death. I must ask 
you,' he continued, ' to call me Morris no longer ; 
call me, if you please, Hammersmith ; my real name, 
as well as that of another person to whom I hope to 
present you before long, you will gratify me by not 
asking and not seeking to discover for yourselves. 
Three days ago the person of whom I speak dis- 
appeared suddenly from home ; and, until this morn- 
ing, I received no hint of his situation. You will 
fancy my alarm when I tell you that he is engaged 
upon a work of private justice. Bound by an un- 
happy oath, too lightly sworn, he finds it necessary, 
without the help of law, to rid the earth of an in- 
sidious and bloody villain. Already two of our 
friends, and one of them my own born brother, have 
perished in the enterprise. He himself, or I am 
much deceived, is taken in the same fatal toils. But 
at least he still lives and still hopes, as this billet 
sufficiently proves.' 

And the speaker, no other than Colonel Greraldine, 
proffered a letter, thus conceived : — 

' Major Hammersmith, — On Wednesday, at 3 
A.M., you will be admitted by the small door to the 
gardens of Eochester House, Eegent's Park, by a 
man who is entirely in my interest. I must re- 
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quest you not to fail me by a second. Pray bring 
my case of swords, and, if you can find them, one or 
two gentlemen of conduct and discretion to whom 
my person is unknown. My name must not be used 
in this affair. T. Godall.' 

' From his wisdom alone, if he had no other 
title,' pursued Colonel Greraldine, when the others 
had each satisfied his curiosity, ' my friend is a man 
whose directions should implicitly be followed. I 
need not tell you, therefore, that I have not so much 
as visited the neighbourhood of Eochester House ; 
and that I am still as wholly in the dark as either of 
yourselves as to the nature of my friend's dilemma. 
I betook myself, as soon as I had received this order, 
to a furnishing contractor, and, in a few hours, the 
house in which we now are had assumed its late air 
of festival. My scheme was at least original ; and 
I am far from regretting an action which has pro- 
cured me the services of Major O'Eooke and Lieu- 
tenant Brackenbury Eich. But the servants in the 
street will have a strange awakening. The house 
which this evening was full of lights and visitors 
they will find uninhabited and for sale to-morrow 
morning. Thus even the most serious concerns,' 
added the Colonel, ' have a merry side.' 

' And let us add a merry ending,' said Bracken- 
bury. 

The Colonel consulted his watch. 

4 It is now hard on two,' he said. * We have an 
hour before us, and a swift cab is at the door. Tell 
me if I may count upon your help.' 

' During a long life,' replied Major O'Eooke, ' I 
never took back my hand from anything, nor so 
much as hedged a bet.' 

Brackenbury signified his readiness in the most 
becoming terms ; and after they had drunk a glass 
or two of wine, the Colonel gave each of them a 
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loaded revolver, and the three mounted into the cab 
and drove off for the address in question. 

Eochester House was a magnificent residence on 
the banks of the canal. The large extent of the 
garden isolated it in an unusual degree from the 
annoyances of neighbourhood. It seemed the paro 
aux cerfs of some great nobleman or millionaire. 
As far as could be seen from the street, there was 
not a glimmer of light in any of the numerous 
windows of the mansion ; and the place had a look 
of neglect, as though the master had been long from 
home. 

The cab was discharged, and the three gentle- 
men were not long in discovering the small door, 
which was a sort of postern in a lane between two 
garden walls. It still wanted ten or fifteen minutes 
of the appointed time ; the rain fell heavily, and the 
adventurers sheltered themselves below some pendant 
ivy, and spoke in low tones of the approaching trial. 

Suddenly Greraldine raised his finger to command 
silence, and all three bent their hearing to the 
utmost. Through the continuous noise of the rain, 
the steps and voices of two men became audible 
from the other side of the wall ; and, as they drew 
nearer, Brackenbury, whose sense of hearing was 
remarkably acute, could even distinguish some frag- 
ments of their talk. 

' Is the grave dug ? ' asked one. 

' It is,' replied the other ; ' behind the laurel 
hedge. When the job is done, we can cover it with 
a pile of stakes.' 

The first speaker laughed, and the sound of 
his merriment was shocking to the listeners on the 
other side. 

' In an hour from now,' he said. 

And by the sound of the steps it was obvious that 
the pair had separated, and were proceeding in con« 
trary directions. 
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Almost immediately after the postern door was 
cautiously opened, a white face was protruded into 
the lane, and a hand was seen beckoning to the 
watchers. In dead silence the three passed the door, 
which was immediately locked behind them, and 
followed their guide through several garden alleys 
to the kitchen entrance of the house. A single 
candle burned in the great paved kitchen, which 
was destitute of the customary furniture ; and as 
the party proceeded to ascend from thence by a 
flight of winding stairs, a prodigious noise of rats 
testified still more plainly to the dilapidation of the 
house. 

Their conductor preceded them, carrying the 
candle. He was a lean man, much bent, but still 
agile ; and he turned from time to time and ad- 
monished silence and caution by his gestures. 
Colonel Geraldine followed on his heels, the case of 
swords under one arm, and a pistol ready in the 
other. Brack enbury's heart beat thickly. He per- 
ceived that they were still in time ; but he judged 
from the alacrity of the old man that the hour of 
action must be near at hand ; and the circumstances 
of this adventure were so obscure and menacing, the 
place seemed so well chosen for the darkest acts, 
that an older man than Brackenbury might have 
been pardoned a measure of emotion as he closed the 
procession up the winding stair. 

At the top the guide threw open a door and 
ushered the three officers before him into a small 
apartment, lighted by a smoky lamp and the glow 
of a modest fire. At the chimney corner sat a 
man in the early prime of life, and of a stout but 
courtly and commanding appearance. His atti- 
tude and expression were those of the most un- 
moved composure ; he was smoking a cheroot with 
much enjoyment and deliberation, and on a table 
by his elbow stood a long glass of some effervescing 

G 
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beverage which diffused an agreeable odour through 
the room. 

'Welcome,' said he, extending his hand to 
Colonel Greraldine. ' I knew I might count on your 
exactitude.' 

'On my devotion,' replied the Colonel, with a 
bow. 

* Present me to your friends,' continued the 
first ; and, when that ceremony had been performed, 
' I wish, gentlemen,' he added, with the most ex- 
quisite affability, ' that I could offer you a more 
cheerful programme ; it is ungracious to inaugurate 
an acquaintance upon serious affairs ; bxit the com- 
pulsion of events is stronger than the obligations of 
good-fellowship. I hope and believe you will be 
able to forgive me this unpleasant evening ; and for 
men of your stamp it will be enough to know that 
you are conferring a considerable favour.' 

' Your Highness,' said the Major, 'must pardon 
my bluntness. I am unable to hide what I know. 
For some time back I have suspected Major Ham- 
mersmith, but Mr. Grodall is unmistakable. To 
seek two men in London unacquainted with Prince 
Florizel of Bohemia was to ask too much at For- 
tune's hands.' 

' Prince Florizel ! ' cried Brackenbury in amaze- 
ment. 

And he gazed with the deepest interest on the 
features of the celebrated personage before him. 

' I shall not lament the loss of my incognito,' 
remarked the Prince, ' for it enables me to thank 
you with the more authority. You would have done 
as much for Mr. Grodall, I feel sure, as for the Prince 
of Bohemia ; but the latter can perhaps do more for 
you. The gain is mine,' he added, with a courteous 
gesture. 

And the next moment he was conversing with 
the two officers about the Indian army and the 
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native troops, a subject on which, as on all others, 
he had a remarkable fund of information and the 
soundest views. 

There was something so striking in this man's 
attitude at a moment of deadly peril that Bracken 
bury was overcome with respectful admiration; nos 
was he less sensible to the charm of his conversation 
or the surprising amenity of his address. Every 
gesture, every intonation, was not only noble in 
itself, but seemed to ennoble the fortunate mortal for 
whom it was intended ; and Brackenbury confessed 
to himself with enthusiasm that this was a sovereign 
for whom a brave man might thankfully lay down 
his life. 

Many minutes had thus passed, when the person 
who had introduced them into the house, and who 
had sat ever since in a corner, and with his watch in 
his hand, arose and whispered a word into the 
Prince's ear. 

' It is well, Dr. Noel,' replied Florizel, aloud ; 
and then addressing the others, ' You will excuse 
me, gentlemen,' he added, ' if I have to leave you in 
the dark. The moment now approaches.' 

Dr. Noel extinguished the lamp. A faint, gray 
light, premonitory of the dawn, illuminated the 
window, but was not sufficient to illuminate the 
room; and when the Prince rose to his feet, it was 
impossible to distinguish his features or to make a 
guess at the nature of the emotion which obviously 
affected him as he spoke. He moved towards the 
door, and placed himself at one side of it in an 
attitude of the wariest attention. 

' You will have the kindness,' he said, ' to main- 
tain the strictest silence, and to conceal yourselves 
in the densest of the shadow.' 

The three officers and the physician hastened to 
obey, and for nearly ten minutes the only sound in 
Rochester House was occasioned by the excursions 
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of the rats behind the woodwork. At the end of 
that period, a loud creak of a hinge broke in with 
surprising distinctness on the silence; and shortly 
after, the watchers could distinguish a slow and 
cautious tread approaching up the kitchen stair. 
At every second step the intruder seemed to pause 
and lend an ear, and during these intervals, which 
seemed of an incalculable duration, a profound dis- 
quiet possessed the spirit of the listeners. Dr. Noel, 
accustomed as he was to dangerous emotions, 
suffered an almost pitiful physical prostration ; his 
breath whistled in his lungs, his teeth grated one 
upon another, and his joints cracked aloud as he 
nervously shifted his position. 

At last a hand was laid upon the door, and the 
bolt shot back with a slight report. There followed 
another pause, during which Brackenbury could see 
the Prince draw himself together noiselessly as if 
for some unusual exertion. Then the door opened, 
letting in a little more of the light of the morn- 
ing; and the figure of a man appeared upon the 
threshold and stood motionless. He was tall, 
and carried a knife in his hand. Even in the 
twilight they could see his upper teeth bare and 
glistening, for his mouth was open like that of a 
hound about to leap. The man had evidently been 
over the head in water but a minute or two before ; 
and even while he stood there the drops kept 
falling from his wet clothes and pattered on the 
floor. 

The next moment he crossed the threshold. 
There was a leap, a stifled cry, an instantaneous 
struggle ; and before Colonel Greraldine could spring 
to his aid, the Prince held the man, disarmed and 
helpless, by the shoulders. 

' Dr. Noel,' he said, ' you will be so good as to 
re-light the lamp.' 

And relinquishing the charge of his prisoner to 
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Geraldine and Brackenbury, he crossed the room 
and set his back against the chimney-piece. As 
soon as the lamp had kindled, the party beheld an 
unaccustomed sternness on the Prince's features. It 
was no longer Florizel, the careless gentleman ; it 
was the Prince of Bohemia, justly incensed and full 
of deadly purpose, who now raised his head and 
addressed the captive President of the Suicide Club. 

'President,' he said, 'you have laid your last 
snare, and your own feet are taken in it. The day 
is beginning ; it is your last morning. You have 
just swum the Eegent's Canal; it is your last bathe 
in this world. Your old accomplice, Dr. Noel, so 
far from betraying me, has delivered you into my 
hands for judgment. And the grave you had dug 
for me this afternoon shall serve, in God's almighty 
providence, to hide your own just doom from the 
curiosity of mankind. Kneel and pray, sir, if you 
have a mind that way ; for your time is short, and 
God is weary of your iniquities.' 

The President made no answer either by word or 
sign; but continued to hang his head and gaze 
sullenly on the floor, as though he were conscious of 
the Prince's prolonged and unsparing regard. 

' Gentlemen,' continued Florizel, resuming the 
ordinary tone of his conversation, ' this is a fellow 
who has long eluded me, but whom, thanks to Dr. 
Noel, I now have tightly by the heels. To tell the 
story of his misdeeds would occupy more time than 
we can now afford ; but if the canal had contained 
nothing but the blood of his victims, I believe the 
wretch would have been no drier than you see him. 
Even in an affair of this sort I desire to preserve the 
forms of honour. But I make you the judges, gen- 
tlemen — this is more an execution than a duel ; and 
to give the rogue his choice of weapons would be to 
push too far a point of etiquette. I cannot afford 
to lose my life in such a business,' he continued, 
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unlocking the case of swords : ' and as a pistol-bullet 
travels so often on the wings of chance, and skill 
and courage may fall by the most trembling marks- 
man, I have decided, and I feel sure you will 
approve my determination, to put this question to 
the touch of swords.' 

When Brackenbury and Major 0'Eooke,to whom 
these remarks were particularly addressed, had each 
intimated his approval, ' Quick, sir,' added Prince 
Florizel to the President, ' choose a blade and do not 
keep me waiting : I have an impatience to be done 
with you for ever.' 

For the first time since he was captured and 
disarmed the President raised his head, and it was 
plain that he began instantly to pluck up courage. 

' Is it to be stand up ? ! he asked eagerly, ' and 
between you and me ? ' 

'I mean so far to honour you,' replied the 
Prince. 

' Oh, come ' ' cried the President. ' With a fair 
field, who knows how things may happen ? I must 
add that I consider it handsome behaviour on your 
Highness's part ; and if the worst comes to the 
worst I shall die by one of the most gallant gentle- 
men in Europe.' 

And the President, liberated by those who had 
detained him, stepped up to the table and began, 
with minute attention, to select a sword. He was 
highly elated, and seemed to feel no doubt that he 
should issue victorious from the contest. The 
spectators grew alarmed in the face of so entire a 
confidence, and adjured Prince Florizel to reconsider 
his intention. 

' It is but a farce,' he answered ; ' and I think I 
can promise you, gentlemen, that it will not be long 
a-playing.' 

' Your Highness will be careful not to over- 
reach.' said Colonel Greraldine. 
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* Geraldine,' returned the Prince, ' did you ever 
know me fail in a debt of honour ? I owe you this 
man's death, and you shall have it.' 

The President at last satisfied himself with one 
of the rapiers, and signified his readiness by a ges- 
ture that was not devoid of a rude nobility. The 
nearness of peril, and the sense of courage, even to 
this obnoxious villain, lent an air of manhood and a 
certain grace. 

The Prince helped himself at random to a sword. 

* Colonel Geraldine and Doctor Noel,' he said, 
* will have the goodness to await me in this room. 
I wish no personal friend of mine to be involved in 
this transaction. Major O'Eooke, you are a man of 
some years and a settled reputation — let me recom- 
mend the President to your good graces. Lieu- 
tenant Eich will be so good as lend me his atten- 
tions : a young man cannot have too much experience 
in such affairs.' 

' Your Highness,' replied Brackenbury, * it is an 
honour I shall prize extremely.' 

' It is well,' returned Prince Florizel ; ' I shall 
hope to stand your friend in more important cir- 
cumstances.' 

And so saying he led the way out of the apart- 
ment and down the kitchen stairs. 

The two men who were thus left alone threw 
open the window and leaned out, straining every 
sense to catch an indication of the tragical events 
that were about to follow. The rain was now over ; 
day had almost come, and the birds were piping in 
the shrubbery and on the forest trees of the garden. 
The Prince and his companions were visible for a 
moment as they followed an alley between two 
flowering thickets ; but at the first corner a clump 
of foliage intervened, and they were again concealed 
from view. This was all that the Colonel and the 
Physician had an opportunity to see, and the garden 
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was so vast, and the place of combat evidently so 
remote from the house, that not even the noise of 
sword-play reached their ears. 

' He has taken him towards the grave,' said Dr. 
Noel, with a shudder. 

' Grod,' cried the Colonel, 'Gfod defend the right!' 

And they awaited the event in silence, the Doctor 
shaking with fear, the Colonel in an agony of sweat. 
Many minutes must have elapsed, the day was 
sensibly broader, and the birds were singing more 
heartily in the garden before a sound of returning 
footsteps recalled their glances towards- the door. 
It was the Prince and the two Indian officers who 
entered. Grod had defended the right. 

'I am ashamed of my emotion,' said Prince 
Florizel ; ' I feel it is a weakness unworthy of my 
station, but the continued existence of that hound 
of hell had begun to prey upon me like a disease, 
and his death has more refreshed me than a night of 
slumber. Look, Gferaldine,' he continued, throwing 
his sword upon the floor, ' there is the blood of the 
man who killed your brother. It should be a wel- 
come sight. And yet,' he added, ' see how strangely 
we men are made! my revenge is not yet five 
minutes old, and already I am beginning to ask 
myself if even revenge be attainable on this pre- 
carious stage of life. The ill he did, who can undo 
it ? The career in which he amassed a huge fortune 
(for the house itself in which we stand belonged to 
him) — that career is now a part of the destiny of 
mankind for ever ; and I might weary myself making 
thrusts in carte until the crack of judgment, and 
Geraldine's brother would be none the less dead, and 
a thousand other innocent persons would be none 
the less dishonoured and debauched ! The existence 
of a man is so small a thing to take, so mighty a 
thing to employ! Alas!' he cried, 'is there any- 
thing in life so disenchanting as attainment ? ' 
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6 God's justice has been done,' replied the Doctor. 
' So much I behold. The lesson, your Highness, has 
been a cruel one for me ; and I await my own turn 
with deadly apprehension.' 

' What was I saying ? ' cried the Prince. ' I have 
punished, and here is the man beside us who can 
help me to undo. Ah, Dr. Xoel ! you and I have 
before us many a day of hard and honourable toil ; 
and perhaps, before we have done, you may have 
more than redeemed your early errors.' 

' And in the meantime,' said the Doctor, ' let me 
go and bury my oldest friend.' 

{And this, observes the erudite Arabian, is the 
fortunate conclusion of the tale. The Prince, it is 
superfluous to mention, forgot none of those who 
served, him in this great exploit; and to this day 
Ms authority and influence help them forward in 
their public career, while his condescending friend- 
ship adds a charm to their private life. To collect, 
continues my author, all the strange events in which 
this Prince has played the part of Providence v:ere 
to fill the habitable globe with books. But the stories 
which relate to the fortunes of The Bajah's Diamond 
are of too entertaining a description, says he, to be 
omitted. Following prudently in the footsteps of 
this Oriental, we shall now begin the series to which 
he refers with the Siobt of the Bandbox.) 
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THE RAJAH'S DIAMOXD. 



STOUT OF THE BAXDEOX. 

Up to the age of sixteen, at a private school and 
afterwards at one of those great institutions for 
which England is justly famous, Mr. Harry Hartley 
had received the ordinary education of a gentleman. 
At that period, he manifested a remarkable distaste 
for study ; and his only surviving parent being both 
weak and ignorant, he was permitted thenceforward 
to spend his time in the attainment of petty and 
purely elegant accomplishments. Two years later, 
he was left an orphan and almost a beggar. For all 
active and industrious pursuits, Harry was unfitted 
alike by nature and training. He could sing romantic 
ditties, and accompany himself with discretion on 
the piano ; he was a graceful although a timid cava- 
lier ; he had a pronounced taste for chess ; and 
nature had sent him into the world with one of the 
most engaging exteriors that can well be fancied. 
Blond and pink, with dove's eyes and a gentle smile, 
he had an air of agreeable tenderness and melancholv, 
and the most submissive and caressing manners. 
But when all is said, he was not the man to lead arma- 
ments of war, or direct the councils of a State. 

A fortunate chance and some influence obtained 
for Harry, at the time of his bereavement, the 
position of private secretary to Major-General Sir 
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Thomas Vandeleur, C.B. Sir Thomas was a man 
of sixty, loud-spoken, boisterous, and domineering. 
For some reason, some service the nature of which 
had been often whispered and repeatedly denied, the 
Eajah of Kashgar had presented this officer with the 
Bixth known diamond of the world. The gift trans- 
formed General Vandeleur from a poor into a wealthy 
man, from an obscure and unpopular soldier into one 
of the lions of London society ; the possessor of the 
Rajah's Diamond was welcome in the most exclusive 
circles ; and he had found a lady, young, beautiful, 
and well-born, who was willing to call the diamond 
hers even at the price of marriage with Sir Thomas 
Vandeleur. It was commonly said at the time that, 
as like draws to like, one jewel had attracted another; 
certainly Lady Vandeleur was not only a gem of the 
finest water in her own person, but she showed her- 
self to the world in a very costly setting ; and she 
was considered by many respectable authorities, as 
one among the three or four best dressed women in 
England. 

Harry's duty as secretary was not particularly 
onerous ; but he had a dislike for all prolonged 
work ; it gave him pain to ink his fingers ; and the 
charms of Lady Vandeleur and her toilettes drew 
him often from the library to the boudoir. He had 
the prettiest ways among women, could talk fashions 
with enjoyment, and was never more happy than 
when criticising a shade of ribbon, or running on an 
errand to the milliner's. In short, Sir Thomas's 
correspondence fell into pitiful arrears, and my Lady 
had another lady's maid. 

At last the General, who was one of the least 
patient of military commanders, arose from his place 
in a violent access of passion, and indicated to his 
secretary that he had no further need for his services, 
with one of those explanatory gestures which are 
most rarely employed between gentlemen. The door 
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being unfortunately open, Mr. Hartley fell down- 
stairs head foremost. 

He arose somewhat hurt and very deeply ag- 
grieved. The life in the General's house precisely 
suited him ; he moved, on a more or less doubtful 
footing, in very genteel company, he did little, he> 
ate of the best, and he had a lukewarm satisfaction 
in the presence of Lady Vandeleur, which, in his own 
heart, he dubbed by a more emphatic name. 

Immediately after he had been outraged by the 
military foot, he hurried to the boudoir and re- 
counted his sorrows. 

' You know very well, my dear Harry,' replied 
Lady Vandeleur, for she called him by name like a 
child or a domestic servant, ' that you never by any 
chance do what the General tells you. No more do 
I, you may say. But that is different. A woman 
can earn her pardon for a good year of disobedience 
by a single adroit submission ; and, besides, no one 
is married to his private secretary. I shall be sorry 
to lose you ; but since you cannot stay longer in a 
house where you have been insulted, I shall wish you 
good-bye, and I promise you to make the General 
smart for his behaviour.' 

Harry's countenance fell ; tears came into his 
eyes, and he gazed on Lady Vandeleur with a tender 
reproach. 

' My Lady,' said he, ' what is an insult ? I should 
think little indeed of anyone who could not forgive 
them by the score. But to leave one's friends ; to 
tear up the bonds of affection ' 

He was unable to continue, for his emotion 
choked him, and he began to weep. 

Lady Vandeleur looked at him with a curious 
expression. 

' This little fool,' she thought, ' imagines him- 
self to be in love with me. Why should he not 
become my servant instead of the General's ? He i8 
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good-natured, obliging, and understands dress ; and 
besides it will keep him out of mischief. He is posi- 
tively too pretty to be unattached.' 

That night she talked over the General, who 
was already somewhat ashamed of his vivacity ; and 
Harry was transferred to the feminine department, 
where his life was little short of heavenly. He was 
always dressed with uncommon nicety, wore delicate 
flowers in his button-hole, and could entertain a 
visitor with tact and pleasantry. He took a pride in 
servility to a beautiful woman ; received Lady Van- 
deleur's commands as so many marks of favour ; and 
was pleased to exhibit himself before other men, who 
derided and despised him, in his character of male 
lady's-maid and man milliner. Nor could he think 
enough of his existence from a moral point of view. 
Wickedness seemed to him an essentially male attri- 
bute, and to pass one's days with a delicate woman, 
and principally occupied about trimmings, was to 
inhabit an enchanted isle among the storms of life. 

One fine morning he came into the drawing- 
room and began to arrange some music on the top 
of the piano. Lady Vandeleur, at the other end of 
the apartment, was speaking somewhat eagerly with 
her brother, Charlie Pendragon, an elderly young 
man, much broken with dissipation, and very lame 
of one foot. The private secretary, to whose entrance 
they paid no regard, could not avoid overhearing a 
part of their conversation. 

' To-day or never,' said the lady. * Once and for 
all, it shall be done to-day.' 

' To-day, if it must be,' replied the brother, with 
a sigh. ' But it is a false step, a ruinous step, 
Clara ; and we shall live to repent it dismally.' 

Lady Vandeleur looked her brother steadily and 
somewhat strangely in the face. 

' You forget,' she said ; ' the man must die at 
last.' 
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' Upon my word, Clara,' said Pendragun, ' I be- 
lieve you are the most heartless rascal in England.' 

' You men,' she returned, ' are so coarsely built, 
that you can never appreciate a shade of meaning. 
You are yourselves rapacious, violent, immodest, 
careless of distinction; and yet the least thought 
for the future shocks you in a woman. I have no 
patience with such stuff. You would despise in a 
common banker the imbecility that you expect to 
find in us.' 

' You are very likely right,' replied her brother ; 
'you were always cleverer than I. And, anyway, you 
know my motto : The family before all.' 

* Yes, Charlie,' she returned, taking his hand in 
hers, ' I know your motto better than you know it 
yourself. " And Clara before the family ! " Is not 
that the second part of it ? Indeed, you are the best 
of brothers, and I love you dearly.' 

Mr. Pendragon got up, looking a little confused 
by these family endearments. 

' I had better not be seen,' said he. ' I under- 
stand my part to a miracle, and I'll keep an eye on 
the Tame Cat.' 

'Do,' she replied. 'He is an abject creature, 
and might ruin all.' 

She kissed the tips of her fingers to him daintily; 
and the brother withdrew by the boudoir and the 
back stair. 

'Harry,' said Lady Vandeleur, turning towards 
the secretary as soon as they were alone, ' I haA^e a 
commission for you this morning. But you shall 
take a cab ; I cannot have my secretary freckled.' 

She spoke the last words with emphasis and a 
look of half-motherly pride that caused great con- 
tentment to poor Harry ; and he professed himself 
charmed to find an opportunity of serving her. 

' It is another of our great secrets,' she went on, 
archly, ' and no one must know of it but my secre- 
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tary and me. Sir Thomas would make the saddest 
disturbance ; and if you only knew how weary I am 
of these scenes ! Oh, Harry, Harry, can you explain 
to me what makes you men so violent and unjust ? 
But, indeed, I know you cannot ; you are the only 
man in the world who knows nothing of these 
shameful passions ; you are so good, Harry, and so 
kind ; you, at least, can be a woman's friend ; and, 
do you know ? I think you make the others more 
ugly by comparison.' 

' It is you,' said Harry, gallantly, ' who are so 
kind to me. You treat me like ' 

' Like a mother,' interposed Lady Vandeleur, ' 1 
try to be a mother to you. Or, at least,' she cor- 
rected herself with a smile, ' almost a mother. I am 
afraid I am too young to be your mother really. 
Let us say a friend — a dear friend.' 

She paused long enough to let her words take 
effect in Harry's sentimental quarters, but not long 
enough to allow him a reply. 

' But all this is beside our purpose,' she resumed. 
' You will find a bandbox in the left-hand side of the 
oak wardrobe ; it is underneath the pink slip that I 
wore on "Wednesday with my Mechlin. You will 
take it immediately to this address,' and she gave 
him a paper, ' but do not, on any account, let it out 
of your hands until you have received a receipt 
written by myself. Do you understand ? Answer, 
if you please — answer ! This is extremely important, 
and I must ask you to pay some attention.' 

Harry pacified her by repeating her instructions 
perfectly ; and she was just going to tell him more 
when General Vandeleur flung into the apartment, 
bcarlet with anger, and holding a long and elaborate 
milliner's bill in his hand. 

' Will you look at this, madam ? ' cried he. ' Will 
you have the goodness to look at this document ? I 
know well enough you married me for my money, 
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and I hope I can make as great allowances as any 
other man in the service ; but, as sure as God made 
me, I mean to put a period to this disreputable 
prodigality.' 

' Mr. Hartley,' said Lady Vandeleur, ' I think 
you understand what you have to do. May I ask 
you to see to it at once ? ' 

' Stop,' said the General, addressing Harry, * one 
word before you go.' And then, turning again to 
Lady Vandeleur, 'What is this precious fellow's 
errand?' he demanded. 'I trust him no further 
than I do yourself, let me tell you. If he had as 
much as the rudiments of honesty, he would scorn to 
stay in this house ; and what he does for his wages i9 
a mystery to all the world. What is his errand, 
madam ? and why are you hurrying him away ? ' 

' I supposed you had something to say to me in 
private,' replied the lady. 

' You spoke about an errand,' insisted the General. 
' Do not attempt to deceive me in my present state 
of temper. You certainly spoke about an errand.' 

' If you insist on making your servants privy to 
our humiliating dissensions,' replied Lady Vandeleur, 
' perhaps I had better ask Mr. Hartley to sit down. 
No ? ' she continued ; ' then you may go, Mr. Hartley. 
I trust you may remember all that you have heard in 
this room ; it may be useful to you.' 

Harry at once made his escape from the drawing- 
room ; and as he ran upstairs he could hear the 
General's voice upraised in declamation, and the 
thin tones of Lady Vandeleur planting icy repartees 
at every opening. How cordially he admired the 
wife ! How skilfully she could evade an awkward 
question ! with what secure effrontery she repeated 
her instructions under the very guns of the enemy I 
and on the other hand, how he detested the husband! 

There had been nothing unfamiliar in the morn- 
ing's events, for he was continually in the habit of 
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serving Lady Vandeleur on secret missions, princi- 
pally connected with millinery. There was a skeleton 
in the house, as he well knew. The bottomless 
extravagance and the unknown liabilities of the wife 
had long since swallowed her own fortune, and 
threatened day by day to engulph that of the hus- 
band. Once or twice in every year exposure and 
ruin seemed imminent, and Harry kept trotting 
round to all sorts of furnishers' shops, telling small 
fibs, and paying small advances on the gross amount, 
until another term was tided over, and the lady and 
her faithful secretary breathed again. For Harry, in 
a double capacity, was heart and soul upon that side 
of the war : not only did he adore Lady Vandeleur 
and fear and dislike her husband, but he naturally 
sympathised with the love of finery, and his own 
single extravagance was at the tailor's. 

He found the bandbox where it had been de- 
scribed, arranged his toilette with care, and left the 
house. The sun shone brightly ; the distance he 
had to travel was considerable, and he remembered 
with dismay that the General's sudden irruption 
had prevented Lady Vandeleur from giving him 
money for a cab. On this sultry day there was 
every chance that his complexion would suffer 
severely ; and to walk through so much of London 
with a bandbox on his arm was a humiliation almost 
insupportable to a youth of his character. He 
paused, and took counsel with himself. The Van- 
deleurs lived in Eaton Place ; his destination 
was near Notting Hill ; plainly, he might cross the 
Park by keeping well in the open and avoiding 
populous alleys ; and he thanked his stars when he 
reflected that it was still comparatively early in the 
day. 

Anxious to be rid of his incubus, he walked 
somewhat faster than his ordinary, and he was 
already some way through Kensington Gardens 

H 
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when, in a solitary spot among trees, he found him- 
self confronted by the General. 

' I beg your pardon, Sir Thomas,' observed 
Harry, politely falling on one side ; for the other 
stood directly in his path. 

' Where are you going, sir ? ' asked the General. 

' I am taking a little walk among the trees,' 
replied the lad. 

The general struck the bandbox with his cane. 

' With that thing ?' he cried; 'you lie, sir, and 
you know you lie ! ' 

'Indeed, Sir Thomas,' returned Harry, ' I am 
not accustomed to be questioned in so high a key.' 

' You do not understand your position,' said the 
General. ' You are my servant, and a servant of 
whom I have conceived the most serious suspicions. 
How do I know but that your box is full of tea- 
spoons ? ' 

' It contains a silk hat belonging to a friend/ 
said Harry. 

' Very well,' replied General Vandeleur. ' Then 
I want to see your friend's silk hat. I have,' he 
added, grimly, ' a singular curiosity for hats ; and I 
believe you know me to be somewhat positive.' 

' I beg your pardon, Sir Thomas, I am exceed- 
ingly grieved,' Harry apologised ; ' but indeed this 
is a private affair.' 

1 he General caught him roughly by the shoulder 
with one hand, while he raised his cane in the most 
menacing manner with the other. Harry gave him- 
self up for lost ; but at the same moment Heaven 
vouchsafed him an unexpected defender in the 
person of Charlie Pendragon, who now strode 
forward from behind the trees. 

' Come, come, General, hold your hand,' said he, 
* this is neither courteous nor manly.' 

' Aha ! ' cried the General, wheeling round upon 
his new antagonist, ' Mr. Pendragon ! And do you 
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suppose, Mr. Pendragon, that because I have had 
the misfortune to marry your sister, I shall suffer 
myself to be dogged and thwarted by a discredited 
and bankrupt libertine like you ? My acquaintance 
with Lady Vandeleur, sir, has taken away all my 
appetite for the other members of her family.' 

' And do you fancy, General Vandeleur,' retorted 
Charlie, ' that because my sister has had the mis- 
fortune to marry you, she there and then forfeited 
her rights and privileges as a lady? I own, sir, 
that by that action she did as much as anybody 
could to derogate from her position ; but to me she 
is still a Pendragon. I make it my business to 
protect her from ungentlemanly outrage, and if you 
were ten times her husband I would not permit her 
liberty to be restrained, nor her private messengers 
to be violently arrested.' 

' How is that, Mr. Hartley ? ' interrogated the 
General. 'Mr. Pendragon is of my opinion, it 
appears. He too suspects that Lady Vandeleur has 
something to do with your friend's silk hat.' 

Charlie saw that he had committed an unpardon- 
able blunder, which he hastened to repair. 

' How, sir ? ' he cried ; ' I suspect, do you say ? 
I suspect nothing. Only where I find strength 
abused and a man brutalising his inferiors, I take 
the liberty to interfere.' 

As he said these words he made a sign to Harry, 
which the latter was too dull or too much troubled 
to understand. 

' In what way am I to construe your attitude, 
sir ? ' demanded Vandeleur. 

' Why, sir, as you please,' returned Pendragon. 

The General once more raised his cane, and made 
a cut for Charlie's head ; but the latter, lame foot 
and all, evaded the blow with his umbrella, ran 
in, and immediately closed with his formidable 
adversary. 
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1 Kun, Harry, run ! ' he cried ; ' run, you dolt ! ' 

Harry stood petrified for a moment, watching 
the two men sway together in this fierce embrace ; 
then he turned and took to his heels. When he 
cast a glance over his shoulder he saw the General 
prostrate under Charlie's knee, but still making 
desperate efforts to reverse the situation; and the 
Gardens seemed to have filled with people, who were 
running from all directions towards the scene of 
fight. This spectacle lent the secretary wings ; and 
he did not relax his pace until he had gained the 
Bayswater road, and plunged at random into an 
unfrequented by-street. 

To see two gentlemen of his acquaintance thus 
brutally mauling each other was deeply shocking to 
Harry. He desired to forget the sight ; he desired, 
above all, to put as great a distance as possible 
between himself and General Vandeleur ; and in his 
eagerness for this he forgot everything about his 
destination, and hurried before him headlong and 
trembling. When he remembered that Lady Van- 
deleur was the wife of one and the sister of the 
other of these gladiators, his heart was touched with 
sympathy for a woman so distressingly misplaced in 
life. Even his own situation in the General's house- 
hold looked hardly so pleasing as usual in the light 
of these violent transactions. 

He had walked some little distance, busied with 
these meditations, before a slight collision with 
another passenger reminded him of the bandbox on 
his arm. 

' Heavens ! ' cried he, ' where was my head ? and 
whither have 1 wandered?' 

Thereupon he consulted the envelope which Lady 
Vandeleur had given him. The address was there, 
but without a name. Harry was simply directed to 
ask for ' the gentleman who expected a parcel from 
Lady Vandeleur,' and if he were not at home to 
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await his return. The gentleman, added the note, 
should present a receipt in the handwriting of the 
lady herself. All this seemed mightily mysterious, 
and Harry was above all astonished at the omission 
of the name and the formality of the receipt. He 
had thought little of this last when he heard it 
dropped in conversation; but reading it in cold 
blood, and taking it in connection with the other 
strange particulars, he became convinced that he 
was engaged in perilous affairs. For half a mo- 
ment he had a doubt of Lady Vandeleur herself; 
for he found these obscure proceedings somewhat 
unworthy of so high a lady, and became more 
critical when her secrets were preserved against 
himself. But her empire over his spirit was too 
complete, he dismissed his suspicions, and blamed 
himself roundly for having so much as entertained 
them. 

In one thing, however, his duty and interest, his 
generosity and his terrors, coincided — to get rid of 
the bandbox with the greatest possible despatch. 

He accosted the first policeman and courteously 
inquired his way. It turned out that he was already 
not far from his destination, and a walk of a few 
minutes brought him to a small house in a lane, 
freshly painted, and kept with the most scrupulous 
attention. The knocker and bell-pull were highly 
polished ; flowering pot-herbs garnished the sills of 
the different windows ; and curtains of some rich 
material concealed the interior from the eyes of 
curious passengers. The place had an air of repose 
and secresy ; and Harry was so far caught with this 
spirit that he knocked with more than usual dis- 
cretion, and was more than usually careful to remove 
all impurity from his boots. 

A servant-maid of some personal attractions 
immediately opened the door, and seemed to regard 
the secretary with no unkind eyes. 
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' This is the parcel from Lady Vandeleur,' said 
Harry. 

' I know,' replied the maid, with a nod. ' But the 
gentleman is from home. Will you leave it with me ? ' 

' I cannot,' answered Harry. ' I am directed not 
to part with it but upon a certain condition, and I 
must ask you, I am afraid, to let me wait.' 

' Well,' said she, ' I suppose I may let you wait. 
I am lonely enough, I can tell you, and you do not 
look as though you would eat a girl. But be sure 
and do not ask the gentleman's name, for that I am 
not to tell you.' 

' Do you say so ? ' cried Harry. ' Why, how 
strange ! But indeed for some time back I walk 
among surprises. One question I think I may surely 
ask without indiscretion : Is he the master of this 
house ? ' 

' He is a lodger, and not eight days old at that,' 
returned the maid. ' And now a question for a 
question : Do you know Lady Vandeleur ? ' 

' I am her private secretary,' replied Harry with 
a glow of modest pride. 

' She is pretty, is she not? ' pursued the servant. 

' Oh, beautiful ! ' cried Harry ; 'wonderfully lovely, 
and not less good and kind ! ' 

' You look kind enough yourself,' she retorted ; ' and 
I wager you are worth a dozen Lady Vandeleurs.' 

Harry was properly scandalised. 

' I ! ' he cried. ' I am only a secretary I ' 

' Do you mean that for me ? ' said the girl. 
' Because I am only a housemaid, if you please.' 
And tben, relenting at the sight of Harry's obvious 
confusion, ' I know you mean nothing of the sort,' 
she added ; ' and I like your looks ; but I think 
nothing of your Lady Vandeleur. Oh, these mis- 
tresses ! ' she cried. ' To send out a real gentleman 
like you — with a bandbox — in broad day ! ' 

During this talk they had remained in their 
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original positions — she on the doorstep, he on the 
side-walk, bare-headed for the sake of coolness, and 
with the bandbox on his arm. But upon this last 
speech Harry, who was unable to support such point- 
blank compliments to his appearance, nor the en- 
couraging look with which they were accompanied, 
began to change his attitude, and glance from left to 
right in perturbation. In so doing he turned his face 
towards the lower end of the lane, and there, to his 
indescribable dismay, his eyes encountered those of 
General Vandeleur. The General, in a prodigious 
fluster of heat, hurry, and indignation, had been 
scouring the streets in chase of his brother-in-law ; 
but so soon as he caught a glimpse of the delinquent 
secretary, his purpose changed, his anger flowed into 
a new channel, and he turned on his heel and came 
tearing up the lane with truculent gestures and 
vociferations. 

Harry made but one bolt of it into the house, 
driving the maid before him; and the door was 
slammed in his pursuer's countenance. 

' Is there a bar ? Will it lock ? ' asked Harry, 
while a salvo on the knocker made the house echo 
from wall to wall. 

' Why, what is wrong with you ? ' asked the maid. 

* Is it this old gentleman ? ' 

' If he gets hold of me,' whispered Harry, ' I am 
as good as dead. He has been pursuing me all day, 
carries a sword-stick, and is an Indian military officer.' 

' These are fine manners,' cried the maid. ' And 
what, if you please, may be his name ? ' 

' It is the General, my master,' answered Harry. 

* He is after this bandbox.' 

' Did not I tell you ? ' cried the maid in triumph. 
' I told you I thought worse than nothing of your 
Lady Vandeleur; and if you had an eye in your 
head you might see what she is for yourself. Au 
ungrateful minx, I will be bound for that 1 ' 
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The General renewed his attack upon the knocker, 
and his passion growing with delay, began to kick 
and beat upon the panels of the door. 

' It is lucky,' observed the girl, ' that I am alone 
in the house ; your General may hammer until he is 
weary, and there is none to open for him. Follow 
me I ' 

So saying she led Harry into the kitchen, where 
she made him sit down, and stood by him herself 
in an affectionate attitude, with a hand upon his 
shoulder. The din at the door, so far from abating, 
continued to increase in volume, and at each blow 
the unhappy secretary was shaken to the heart. 

' What is your name ? ' asked the girl. 

' Harry Hartley,' he replied. 

' Mine,' she went on, ' is Prudence. Do you 
like it ? ' 

' Very much,' said Harry. ' But hear for a 
moment how the General beats upon the door. He 
will certainly break it in, and then, in heaven's 
name, what have I to look for but death ? ' 

' You put yourself very much about with no 
occasion,' answered Prudence. ' Let your General 
knock, he will do no more than blister his hands. 
Do you think I would keep you here if I were 
not sure to save you ? Oh, no, I am a good friend 
to those that please me ! and we have a back 
door upon another lane. But,' she added, checking 
him, for he had got upon his feet immediately on 
this welcome news, ' but I will not show where it is 
unless you kiss me. Will you, Harry ? ' 

' That I will,' he cried, remembering his gallantry, 
* not for your back door, but because you are good 
and pretty.' 

And he administered two or three cordial salutes, 
which were returned to him in kind. 

Then Prudence led him to the back gate, and put 
her hand upon the key. 
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' Will you come and see me ? ' she asked. 

' I will indeed,' said Harry. ' Do not I owe you 
my life ? ' 

' And now,' she added, opening the door, ' run as 
hard as you can, for I shall let in the General.' 

Harry scarcely required this advice ; fear had 
him by the forelock; and he addressed himself 
diligently to flight. A few steps, and he believed 
he would escape from his trials, and return to Lady 
Vandeleur in honour and safety. But these few 
steps had not been taken before he heard a man's 
voice hailing him by name with many execrations, 
and, looking over his shoulder, he beheld Charlie 
Pendragon waving him with both arms to return. 
The shock of this new incident was so sudden and 
profound, and Harry was already worked into so 
high a state of nervous tension, that he could think 
of nothing better than to accelerate his pace, and 
continue running. He should certainly have remem- 
bered the scene in Kensington Gardens ; he should 
certainly have concluded that, where the General 
was his enemy, Charlie Pendragon could be no other 
than a friend. But such was the fever and perturba- 
tion of his mind that he was struck by none of these 
considerations, and only continued to run the faster 
up the lane. 

Charlie, by the sound of his voice and the vile 
terms that he hurled after the secretary, was obvi- 
ously beside himself with rage. He, too, ran his 
very best ; but, try as he might, the physical advan- 
tages were not upon his side, and his outcries and 
the fall of his lame foot on the macadam began to 
fall farther and farther into the wake. 

Harry's hopes began once more to arise. The 
lane was both steep and narrow, but it was exceed- 
ingly solitary, bordered on either hand by garden 
walls, overhung with foliage ; and, for as far as the 
fugitive could see in front of him, there was neither 



106 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

a creature moving nor an open door. Providence, 
weary of persecution, was now offering him an open 
field for his escape. 

Alas ! as he came abreast of a garden door under 
a tuft of chestnuts, it was suddenly drawn back, and 
he could see inside, upon a garden path, the figure 
of a butcher's boy with his tray upon his arm. He 
had hardly recognised the fact before he was some 
steps beyond upon the other side. But the fellow- 
had had time to observe him ; he was evidently much 
surprised to see a gentleman go by at so unusual a 
pace ; and he came out into the lane and began to 
call after Harry with shouts of ironical encouragement. 

His appearance gave a new idea to Charlie Pen- 
dragon, who, although he was now sadly out of breath, 
once more upraised his voice. 

'Stop, thief!' he cried. 

And immediately the butcher's boy had taken up 
the cry and joined in the pursuit. 

This was a bitter moment for the hunted secretary. 
It is true that his terror enabled him once more to 
improve his pace, and gain with every step on his 
pursuers; but he was well aware that he was near 
the end of his resources, and should he meet anyone 
coming the other way, his predicament in the narrow 
lane would be desperate indeed. 

' I must find a place of concealment,' he thought, 
* and that within the next few seconds, or all is over 
with me in this world.' 

Scarcely had the thought crossed his mind than 
the lane took a sudden turning ; and he found him- 
self hidden from his enemies. There are circum- 
stances in which even the least energetic of mankind 
learn to behave with vigour and decision ; and the 
most cautious forget their prudence and embrace 
foolhardy resolutions. This was one of those occa- 
sions for Harry Hartley ; and those who knew him 
best would have been the most astonished at the 
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lad's audacity. He stopped dead, flung the bandbox 
over a garden wall, and leaping upward with incre- 
dible agility and seizing the copestone with his hands, 
he tumbled headlong after it into the garden. 

He came to himself a moment afterwards, seated 
in a border of small rosebushes. His hands and 
knees were cut and bleeding, for the wall had been 
protected against such an escalade by a liberal pro- 
vision of old bottles; and he was conscious of a 
general dislocation and a painful swimming in the 
head. Facing him across the garden, which was in 
admirable order, and set with flowers of the most 
delicious perfume, he beheld the back of a house. 
It was of considerable extent, and plainly habitable ; 
but, in odd contrast to the grounds, it was crazy, 
ill-kept, and of a mean appearance. On all other 
sides the circuit of the garden wall appeared un- 
broken. 

Pie took in these features of the scene with me- 
chanical glances, but his mind was still unable to 
piece together or draw a rational conclusion from 
what he saw. And when he heard footsteps ad- 
vancing on the gravel, although he turned his eyes 
in that direction, it was with no thought either for 
defence or flight. 

The new comer was a large, coarse, and very 
sordid personage, in gardening clothes, and with a 
watering-pot in his left hand. One less confused 
would have been affected with some alarm at the 
sight of this man's huge proportions and black and 
lowering eyes. But Harry was too gravely shaken 
by his fall to be so much as terrified ; and if he was 
unable to divert his glances from the gardener, he 
remained absolutely passive, and suffered him to 
draw near, to take him by the shoulder, and to plant 
him roughly on his feet, without a motion of re- 
sistance. 

For a moment the two stared into each other's 
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eyes, Harry fascinated, the man filled with wrath 
and a cruel, sneering humour. 

'Who are you?' he demanded at last. 'Who 
are you to come flying over my wall and break my 
Gloire cle Dijons? What is your name?' he added, 
shaking him ; ' and what may be your business here ? ' 

Harry could not as much as proffer a word in 
explanation. 

But just at that moment Pendragon and the 
butcher's boy went clumping past, and the sound of 
their feet and their hoarse cries echoed loudly in the 
narrow lane. The gardener had received his answer ; 
and he looked down into Harry's face with an ob- 
noxious smile. 

'A thief! ' he said. ' Upon my word, and a very 
good thing you must make of it ; for I see you 
dressed like a gentleman from top to toe. Are you 
not ashamed to go about the world in such a trim, 
with honest folk, I dare say, glad to buy your cast- 
off finery second hand ? Speak up, you dog,' the 
man went on ; ' you can understand English, I 
suppose ; and I mean to have a bit of talk with you 
before I march you to the station.' 

' Indeed, sir,' said Harry, ' this is all a dreadful 
misconception ; and if you will go with me to Sir 
Thomas Vandeleur's in Eaton Place, I can promise 
that all will be made plain. The most upright 
person, as I now perceive, can be led into suspicious 
positions.' 

' My little man,' replied the gardener, ' I will go 
with you no farther than the station-house in the 
next street. The inspector, no doubt, will be glad 
to take a stroll with you as far as Eaton Place, and 
have a bit of afternoon tea with your great acquaint- 
ances. Or would you prefer to go direct to the Home 
Secretary ? Sir Thomas Vandeleur, indeed I Perhaps 
you think I don't know a gentleman when I see one, 
from a common run-the-hedge like you ? Clothes or 
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no clothes, I can read you like a book. Here is a 
shirt that maybe cost as much as my Sunday hat ; 
and that coat, I take it, has never seen the inside of 

Rag-fair, and then your boots ' 

The man, whose eyes had fallen upon the ground, 
stopped short in his insulting commentary, and re- 
mained for a moment looking intently upon some- 
thing at his feet. When he spoke his voice was 
strangely altered. 

' What, in God's name,' said he, * is all this ? ' 
Harry, following the direction of the man's eyes, 
beheld a spectacle that struck him dumb with terror 
and amazement. In his fall he had descended 
vertically upon the bandbox and burst it open from 
end to end; thence a great treasure of diamonds 
had poured forth, and now lay abroad, part trodden 
in the soil, part scattered on the surface in regal and 
glittering profusion. There was a magnificent 
coronet which he had often admired on Lady 
Vandeleur ; there were rings and brooches, ear-drops 
and bracelets, and even unset brilliants rolling here 
and there among the rosebushes like drops of 
morning dew. A princely fortune lay between the 
two men upon the ground — a fortune in the most 
inviting, solid, and durable form, capable of being 
carried in an apron, beautiful in itself, and scattering 
the sunlight in a million rainbow flashes. 
' (rood Grod ! ' said Harry, ' I am lost ! ' 
His mind raced backwards into the past with the 
incalculable velocity of thought, and he began to 
comprehend his day's adventures, to conceive them 
as a whole, and to recognise the sad imbroglio in 
which his own character and fortunes had become 
involved. He looked round him as if for help, but 
he was alone in the garden, with his scattered 
diamonds and his redoubtable interlocutor ; and when 
he gave ear, there was no sound but the rustle of the 
leaves and the hurried pulsation of his heart. It 
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was little wonder if the young man felt himself 
deserted by his spirits, and with a broken voice 
repeated his last ejaculation — 

* I am lost ! ' 

The gardener peered in all directions with an air 
of guilt ; but there was no face at any of the windows, 
and he seemed to breathe again. 

' Pick up a heart,' he said, ' you fool ! The 
worst of it is done. Why could you not say at first 
there was enough for two ? Two ? ' he repeated, 
' aye, and for two hundred ! But come away from 
here, where we may be observed ; and, for the love 
of wisdom, straighten out your hat and brush your 
clothes. You could not travel two steps the figure 
of fun you look just now.' 

While Harry mechanically adopted these sugges- 
tions, the gardener, getting upon his knees, hastily 
drew together the scattered jewels and returned 
them to the bandbox. The touch of these costly 
crystals sent a shiver of emotion through the man's 
stalwart frame ; his face was transfigured, and his 
eyes shone with concupiscence ; indeed it seemed as 
if he luxuriously prolonged his occupation, and 
dallied with every diamond that he handled. At last, 
however, it was done ; and, concealing the bandbox 
in his smock, the gardener beckoned to Harry and 
preceded him in the direction of the house. 

Near the door they were met by a young man 
evidently in holy orders, dark and strikingly hand- 
some, with a look of mingled weakness and resolution, 
and very neatly attired after the manner of his caste. 
The gardener was plainly annoyed by this encounter ; 
but he put as good a face upon it as he could, and 
accosted the clergyman with an obsequious and 
smiling air. 

' Here is a fine afternoon, Mr. Holies,' said he : 
*a fine afternoon, as sure as Grod made it! And here 
is a young friend of mine who had a fancy to look at 
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my roses. I took the liberty to bring' him in, for I 
thought none of the lodgers would object.' 

' Speaking for myself,' replied the Eeverend Mr. 
Eolles, k I do not; nor do I fancy any of the rest 
of us would be more difficult upon so small a matter. 
The garden is your own, Mr. Eaeburn ; we must 
none of us forget that; and because you give us 
liberty to walk there we should be indeed ungracious 
if we so far presumed upon your politeness as to 
interfere with the convenience of your friends. But, 
on second thoughts,' he added, ' I believe that this 
gentleman and I have met before. Mr. Hartley, I 
think. I regret to observe that you have had a fall.' 

And he offered his hand. 

A sort of maiden dignity and a desire to delay as 
long as possible the necessity for explanation moved 
Harry to refuse this chance of help, and to deny his 
own identity. He chose the tender mercies of the 
gardener, who was at least unknown to him, rather 
than the curiosity and perhaps the doubts of an 
acquaintance. 

' I fear there is some mistake," said he. ' My 
name is Thomlinson and I am a friend of Mr. 
Eaeburn s." 

' Indeed ? ' said Mr. Eolles. ' The likeness is 
amazing." 

31 r. Eaeburn, who had been upon thorns through- 
out this colloquy, now felt it high time to bring it 
to a period. 

4 1 wish you a pleasant saunter, sir," said he. 

And with that he dragged Harry after him into 
the house, and then into a chamber on the garden. 
His first care was to draw down the blind, for Mr. 
Eolles still remained where they had left him, in 
an attitude of perplexity and thought. Then he 
emptied the broken bandbox on the table, and stood 
before the treasure, thus fully displayed, with an 
expression of rapturous greed, and rubbing his hands 
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upon his thighs. For Harry, the sight of the man's 
face under the influence of this base emotion, added 
another pang to those he was already suffering. It 
seemed incredible that, from his life of pure and 
delicate trifling, he should be plunged in a breath 
among sordid and criminal relations. He could 
reproach his conscience with no sinful act ; and yet 
he was now suffering the punishment of sin in its 
most acute and cruel forms — the dread of punish- 
ment, the suspicions of the good, and the companion- 
ship and contamination of vile and brutal natures. 
He felt he could lay his life down with gladness 
to escape from the room and the society of Mr. 
Eaeburn. 

' And now,' said the latter, after he had separated 
the jewels into two nearly equal parts, and drawn 
one of them nearer to himself; 'and now,' said he, 
' everything in this world has to be paid for, and 
some things sweetly. You must know, Mr. Hartley, 
if such be your name, that I am a man of a very easy 
temper, and good nature has been my stumbling- 
block from first to last. I could pocket the whole of 
these pretty pebbles, if I chose, and I should like to 
see you dare to say a word ; but I think I must have 
taken a liking to you ; for I declare I have not the 
heart to shave you so close. So, do you see, in pure 
kind feeling, I propose that we divide ; and these,' 
indicating the two heaps, ' are the proportions that 
seem to me just and friendly. Do you see any objec- 
tion, Mr. Hartley, may I ask ? I am not the man to 
stick upon a brooch.' 

' But, sir,' cried Harry, * what you propose to me 
is impossible. The jewels are not mine, and I cannot 
share what is another's, no matter with whom, nor 
in what proportions.' 

' They are not yours, are they not ? ' returned 
Eaeburn. ' And you could not share them with any- 
body, couldn't you ? Well now, that is what I call 
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a pity ; for here am I obliged to take you to the 
station. The police — think of that,' he continued; 
' think of the disgrace for your respectable parents ; 
think,' he went on, taking Harry by the wrist ; ' think 
of the Colonies and the Day of Judgment.' 

' I cannot help it,' wailed Harry. ' It is not my 
fault. You will not come with me to Eaton Place.' 

' No,' replied the man, * I will not, that is certain. 
And I mean to divide these playthings with you 
here.' 

And so saying he applied a sudden and severe 
torsion to the lad's wrist. 

Harry could not suppress a scream, and the 
perspiration burst forth upon his face. Perhaps 
pain and terror quickened his intelligence, but 
certainly at that moment the whole business flashed 
across him in another light ; and he saw that there was 
nothing for it but to accede to the ruffian's proposal, 
and trust to find the house and force him to dis- 
gorge, under more favourable circumstances, and 
when he himself was clear from all suspicion. 

' I agree,' he said. 

' There is a lamb,' sneered the gardener. ' I 
thought you would recognise your interests at last. 
This bandbox,' he continued, ' I shall burn with my 
rubbish ; it is a thing that curious folk might recog- 
nise ; and as for you, scrape up your gaieties and 
put them in your pocket.' 

Harry proceeded to obey, Eaeburn watching him, 
and every now and again his greed rekindled by 
some bright scintillation, abstracting another jewel 
from the secretary's share, and adding it to his own. 

When this was finished, both proceeded to the 
front door, which Eaeburn cautiously opened to 
observe the street. This was apparently clear of 
passengers ; for he suddenly seized Harry by the 
nape of the neck, and holding his face downward so 
that he could see nothing but the roadway and the 
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doorsteps of the houses, pushed him violently before 
him down one street and up another for the space of 
perhaps a minute and a half. Harry had counted 
three corners before the bully relaxed his grasp, and 
crying, ' Now be off with you ! ' sent the lad flying 
head foremost with a well-directed and athletic kick. 

"When Harry gathered himself up, half-stunned 
and bleeding freely at the nose, Mr. Eaeburn had 
entirely disappeared. For the first time, anger and 
pain so completely overcame the lad's spirits that 
he burst into a fit of tears and remained sobbing in 
the middle of the road. 

After he had thus somewhat assuaged his emo- 
tion, he began to look about him and read the names 
of the streets at whose intersection he had been 
deserted by the gardener. He was still in an 
unfrequented portion of West London, among villas 
and large gardens ; but he could see some persons at 
a window who had evidently witnessed his mis- 
fortune; and almost immediately after a servant 
came running from the house and offered him a 
glass of water. At the same time, a dirty rogue, 
who had been slouching somewhere in the neigh- 
bourhood, drew near him from the other side. 

' Poor fellow,' said the maid, ' how vilely you 
have been handled, to be sure ! Why, your knees 
are all cut, and your clothes ruined I Do you know 
the wretch who used you so ? ' 

' That I do ! ' cried Harry, who was somewhat 
refreshed by the water ; < and shall run him home in 
spite of his precautions. He shall pay dearly for 
this day's work, I promise you.' 

' You had better come into the house and have 
yourself washed and brushed,' continued the maid. 
* My mistress will make you welcome, never fear. 
And see, I will pick up your hat. Why, love of 
mercy ! ' she screamed, ' if you have not dropped 
diamonds all over the street ! ' 
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Such was the case; a good half of what remained 
to him after the depredations of Mr. Eaeburn, had 
been shaken out of his pockets by the summersault 
and once more lay glittering on the ground. He 
blessed his fortune that the maid had been so quick 
of eye ; ' there is nothing so bad but it might be 
worse,' thought he ; and the recovery of these few 
seemed to him almost as great an affair as the loss of 
all the rest. But, alas ! as he stooped to pick up his 
treasures, the loiterer made a rapid onslaught, overset 
both Harry and the maid with a movement of his 
arms, swept up a double handful of the diamonds, 
and made off along the street with an amazing 
swiftness. 

Harry, as soon as he could get upon his feet, gave 
chase to the miscreant with many cries, but the 
latter was too fleet of foot, and probably too well 
acquainted with the locality; for turn where the 
pursuer would he could find no traces of the fugitive. 

In the deepest despondency, Harry revisited the 
scene of his mishap, where the maid, who was still 
waiting, very honestly returned him his hat and the 
remainder of the fallen diamonds. Harry thanked 
her from his heart, and being now in no humour for 
economy, made his way to the nearest cabstand and 
set off for Eaton Place by coach. 

The house, on his arrival, seemed in some 
confusion, as if a catastrophe had happened in the 
family ; and the servants clustered together in the 
hall, and were unable, or perhaps not altogether 
anxious, to suppress their merriment at the tatter- 
demalion figure of the secretary. He passed them 
with as good an air of dignity as he could assume, 
and made directly for the boudoir. When he opened 
the door an astonishing and even menacing spectacle 
presented itself to his eyes ; for he beheld the 
General and his wife and, of all people, Charlie 
Pendragon, closeted together and speaking with 
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earnestness and gravity on some important subject. 
Harry saw at once that there was little left for him 
to explain — plenary confession had plainly been 
made to the General of the intended fraud upon his 
pocket, and the unfortunate miscarriage of the 
scheme ; and they had all made common cause 
against a common danger. 

'Thank Heaven !' cried Lady Vandeleur, 'here 
he is ! The bandbox, Harry — the bandbox ! ' 

But Harry stood before them silent and down- 
cast. 

' Speak ! ' she cried. * Speak ! Where is the 
bandbox ? ' 

And the men, with threatening gestures, repeated 
the demand. 

Harry drew a handful of jewels from his pocket. 
He was very white. 

'This is all that remains,' said he. 'I declare 
before Heaven it was through no fault of mine ; and 
if you will have patience, although some are lost, 
I am afraid, for ever, others, I am sure, may be still 
recovered.' 

' Alas ! ' cried Lady Vandeleur, 'all our diamonds 
are gone, and I owe ninety thousand pounds for 
dress ! ' 

' Madam,' said the General, ' you might have 
paved the gutter with your own trash ; you might have 
made debts to fifty times the sum you mention ; you 
might have robbed me of my mother's coronet and 
ring ; and Nature might have still so far prevailed 
that I could have forgiven you at last. But, 
madam, you have taken the Rajah's Diamond — the 
Eye of Light, as the Orientals poetically termed it — 
the Pride of Kashgar ! You have taken from me 
the Bajah's Diamond,' he cried, raising his hands, 
' and all, madam, all is at an end between us ! ' 

' Believe me, General Vandeleur,' she replied, ' that 
is one of the most agreeable speeches that ever I 
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heard from your lips ; and since we are to be ruined, 
I could almost welcome the change, if it delivers me 
from you. You have told me often enough that I 
married you for your money ; let me tell you now 
that I always bitterly repented the bargain ; and if 
you were still marriageable, and had a diamond 
bigger than your head, I should counsel even my 
maid against a union so uninviting and disastrous. 
As for you, Mr. Hartley,' she continued, turning on 
the secretary, 'you have sufficiently exhibited your 
valuable qualities in this house; we are now per- 
suaded that you equally lack manhood, sense, and 
self-respect ; and I can see only one course open for 
you — to withdraw instanter, and, if possible, return 
no more. For your wages you may rank as a 
creditor in my late husband's bankruptcy.' 

Harry had scarcely comprehended this insulting 
address before the General was down upon him with 
another. 

' And in the meantime,' said that personage, 
* follow me before the nearest Inspector of Police. 
You may impose upon a simple-minded soldier, sir, 
but the eye of the law will read your disreputable 
secret. If I must spend my old age in poverty 
through your underhand intriguing with my wife, I 
mean at least that you shall not remain unpunished 
for your pains ; and Grod, sir, will deny me a very 
considerable satisfaction if you do not pick oakum 
from now until your dying day.' 

With that, the General dragged Harry from the 
apartment, and hurried him downstairs and along 
the street to the police-station of the district. 

Here (says my Arabian author) ended this 
deplorable business of the bandbox. But to the 
unfortunate Secretary the whole affair was the 
beginning of a new and manlier life. The police 
were easily persuaded of his innocence ; and, after 
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he had given what help he could in the subsequent 
investigations, he was even complimented by one of 
the chiefs of the detective department on the probity 
and simplicity of his behaviour. Several persons 
interested themselves in one so unfortunate; and 
soon after he inherited a sum of m,oney from a 
maiden aunt in Worcestershire. With this he 
married Prudence, and set sail for Bendigo, or 
according to another account, for Trincomalee, 
exceedingly content, and with the best of prospects, 



STORY OF THE YOUNG MAN IN HOLY 
ORDERS. 

The Reverend Mr. Simon Eolles had distinguished 
himself in the Moral Sciences, and was more than 
usually proficient in the study of Divinity. His 
essay ' On the Christian Doctrine of the Social Obli- 
gations ' obtained for him, at the moment of its 
production, a certain celebrity in the University of 
Oxford ; and it was understood in clerical and learned 
circles that young Mr. Eolles had in contemplation 
a considerable work — a folio, it was said — on the 
authority of the Fathers of the Church. These at- 
tainments, these ambitious designs, however, were 
far from helping him to any preferment ; and he 
was still in quest of his first curacy when a chance 
ramble in that part of London, the peaceful and rich 
aspect of the garden, a desire for solitude and study, 
and the cheapness of the lodging, led him to take 
up his abode with Mr. Eaeburn, the nurseryman of 
Stockdove Lane. 

It was his habit every afternoon, after he had 
worked seven or eight hours on St. Ambrose or 
St. Chrysostom, to walk for a while in meditation 
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among the roses. And this was usually one of the 
most productive moments of his day. But even a 
sincere appetite for thought, and the excitement of 
grave problems awaiting solution, are not always 
sufficient to preserve the mind of the philosopher 
against the petty shocks and contacts of the world. 
And when Mr. Rolles found General Vandeleur's 
secretary, ragged and bleeding, in the company of 
his landlord ; when he saw both change colour and 
seek to avoid his questions ; and, above all, when the 
former denied his own identity with the most un- 
moved assurance, he speedily forgot the Saints and 
Fathers in the vulgar interest of curiosity. 

' I cannot be mistaken,' thought he. ' That i8 
Mr. Hartley beyond a doubt. How comes he in such 
a pickle ? why does he deny his name ? and what 
can be his business with that black-looking ruffian, 
my landlord ? ' 

As he was thus reflecting, another peculiar cir- 
cumstance attracted his attention. The face of Mr. 
Kaeburn appeared at a low window next the door ; 
and, as chance directed, his eyes met those of Mr. 
Rolles. The nurseryman seemed disconcerted, and 
even alarmed ; and immediately after the blind of 
the apartment was pulled sharply down. 

' This may all be very well,' reflected Mr. Rolles ; 
* it may be all excellently well ; but I confess freely 
that I do not think so. Suspicious, underhand, un- 
truthful, fearful of observation— I believe upon my 
soul,' he thought, ' the pair are plotting some dis- 
graceful action.' 

The detective that there is in all of us awoke 
and became clamant in the bosom of Mr. Rolles ; 
and with a brisk, eager step, that bore no resem- 
blance to his usual gait, he proceeded to make the 
circuit of the garden. When he came to the scene 
of Harry's escalade, his eye was at once arrested by a 
broken rosebush and marks of trampling on the 
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mould. He looked up, and saw scratches on the 
brick, and a rag of trouser floating from a broken 
bottle. This, then, was the mode of entrance chosen 
by Mr. Eaeburn's particular friend ! It was thus 
that General Vandeleur's secretary came to admire 
a flower-garden ! The young clergyman whistled 
softly to himself as he stooped to examine the 
ground. He could make out where Harry had 
landed from his perilous leap ; he recognised the 
flat foot of Mr. Eaeburn where it had sunk deeply 
in the soil as he pulled up the Secretary by the 
collar ; nay, on a closer inspection, he seemed to 
distinguish the marks of groping fingers, as though 
something had been spilt abroad and eagerly col- 
lected. 

' Upon my word,' he thought, ' the thing grows 
vastly interesting.' 

And just then he caught sight of something 
almost entirely buried in the earth. In an instant 
he had disinterred a dainty morocco case, ornamented 
and clasped in gilt. It had been trodden heavily 
underfoot, and thus escaped the hurried search of 
Mr. Eaeburn. Mr. Eolles opened the case, and 
drew a long breath of almost horrified astonishment ; 
for there lay before him, in a cradle of green velvet, 
a diamond of prodigious magnitude and of the finest 
water. It was of the bigness of a duck's egg ; beau- 
tifully shaped, and without a flaw ; and as the sun 
shone upon it, it gave forth a lustre like that of 
electricity, and seemed to burn in his hand with a 
thousand internal fires. 

He knew little of precious stones ; but the 
Eaj ah 's Diamond was a wonder that explained itself; 
a village child, if he found it, would run screaming 
for the nearest cottage ; and a savage would pros- 
trate himself in adoration before so imposing a 
fetish. The beauty of the stone flattered the young 
clergyman's eyes ; the thought of its incalculable 
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value overpowered his intellect. He knew that what 
he held in his hand was worth more than many 
years' purchase of an archiepiscopal see ; that it 
would build cathedrals more stately than Ely or 
Cologne ; that he who possessed it was set free for 
ever from the primal curse, and might follow his 
own inclinations without concern or hurry, without 
let or hindrance. And as he suddenly turned it, the 
rays leaped forth again with renewed brilliancy, and 
seemed to pierce his very heart. 

Decisive actions are often taken in a moment and 
without any conscious deliverance from the rational 
parts of man. So it was now with Mr. Eolles. He 
glanced hurriedly round ; beheld, like Mr. Eaeburn 
before him, nothing but the sunlit flower-garden, 
the tall tree-tops, and the house with blinded win- 
dows ; and in a trice he had shut the case, thrust it 
into his pocket, and was hastening to his study with 
the speed of guilt. 

The Eeverend Simon Kolles had stolen the 
Eajah's Diamond. 

Early in the afternoon the police arrived with 
Harry Hartley. The nurseryman, who was beside 
himself with terror, readily discovered his hoard ; 
and the jewels were identified and inventoried in the 
presence of the Secretary. As for Mr. Eolles, he 
showed himself in a most obliging temper, commu- 
nicated what he knew with freedom, and professed 
regret that he could do no more to help the officers 
in their duty. 

' Still,' he added, ' I suppose your business is 
nearly at an end.' 

' By no means,' replied the man from Scotland 
Yard ; and he narrated the second robbery of which 
Harry had been the immediate victim, and gave the 
young clergyman a description of the more important 
jewels that were still not found, dilating particularly 
on the Eajah's Diamond. 



122 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

' It must be worth a fortune,' observed Mr. 
Kolles. 

' Ten fortunes — twenty fortunes,' cried the officer 

' The more it is worth,' remarked Simon, shrewdly, 
* the more difficult it must be to sell. Such a thing 
has a physiognomy not to be disguised, and I should 
fancy a man might as easily negotiate St. Pauhfc 
Cathedral.' 

' Oh, truly ! ' said the officer ; ' but if the thief 
be a man of any intelligence, he will cut it into 
three or four, and there will be still enough to make 
him rich.' 

' Thank you,' said the clergyman. * You can- 
not imagine how much your conversation interests 
me.' 

Whereupon the functionary admitted that they 
knew many strange things in his profession, and 
immediately after took his leave. 

Mr. Kolles regained his apartment. It seemed 
smaller and barer than usual ; the materials for his 
great work had never presented so little interest ; 
and he looked upon his library with the eye of scorn. 
He took down, volume by volume, several Fathers of 
the Church, and glanced them through ; but they 
contained nothing to his purpose. 

' These old gentlemen,' thought he, ' are no 
doubt very valuable writers, but they seem to me 
conspicuously ignorant of life. Here am I, with 
learning enough to be a Bishop, and I positively do 
not know how to dispose of a stolen diamond. I 
glean a hint from a common policeman, and, with 
all my folios, I cannot so much as put it into execu- 
tion. This inspires me with very low ideas of Uni- 
versity training.' 

Herewith he kicked over his book-shelf and, 
putting on his hat, hastened from the house to the 
club of which he was a member. In such a place of 
mundane resort he hoped to find some man of good 
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counsel and a shrewd experience in life. In the 
reading-room he saw many of the country clergy 
and an Archdeacon ; there were three journalists 
and a writer upon the Higher Metaphysic, playing 
pool ; and at dinner only the raff of ordinary club 
frequenters showed their commonplace and oblite- 
rated countenances. None of these, thought Mr. 
Kolles, would know more on dangerous topics than 
he knew himself; none of them were fit to give him 
guidance in his present strait. At length, in the 
smoking-room, up many weary stairs, he hit upon a 
gentleman of somewhat portly build and dressed 
with conspicuous plainness. He was smoking a 
cigar and reading the Fortnightly Review ; his face 
was singularly free from all sign of preoccupation or 
fatigue ; and there was something in his air which 
seemed to invite confidence and to expect submis- 
sion. The more the young clergyman scrutinised 
his features, the more he was convinced that he had 
fallen on one capable of giving pertinent advice. 

' Sir,' said he, f you will excuse my abruptness ; 
but I judge you from your appearance to be pre- 
eminently a man of the world.' 

' I have indeed considerable claims to that dis- 
tinction,' replied the stranger, laying aside his maga- 
zine with a look of mingled amusement and surprise. 

' I, sir,' continued the Curate, ' am a recluse, a 
student, a creature of ink-bottles and patristic 
folios. A recent event has brought my folly vividly 
before my eyes, and I desire to instruct myself in 
life. By life,' he added, ' I do not mean Thackeray's 
novels ; but the crimes and secret possibilities of 
our society, and the principles of wise conduct 
among exceptional events. I am a patient reader ; 
can the thing be learnt in books ? ' 

' You put me in a difficulty,' said the stranger. 
'I confess I have no great notion of the use of 
books, except to amuse a railway journey; although, 
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I believe, there are some very exact treatises on 
astronomy, the use of the globes, agriculture, and 
the art of making paper- flowers. Upon the less 
apparent provinces of life I fear you will find 
nothing truthful. Yet stay,' he added, 'have you 
read Graboriau ? ' 

Mr. Eolles admitted he had never even heard the 
name. 

' You may gather some notions from Gaboriau,' 
resumed the stranger. ' He is at least suggestive ; 
and as he is an author much studied by Prince Bis- 
marck, you will, at the worst, lose your time in good 
society.' 

' Sir,' said the Curate, ' I am infinitely obliged 
by your politeness.' 

' You have already more than repaid me,' re- 
turned the other. 

' How ? ' inquired Simon. 

' By the novelty of your request,' replied the 
gentleman ; and with a polite gesture, as though to 
ask permission, he resumed the study of the Fort- 
nightly Review. 

On his way home Mr. Eolles purchased a work 
on precious stones and several of Graboriau's novels. 
These last he eagerly skimmed until an advanced 
hour in the morning ; but although they introduced 
him to many new ideas, he could nowhere discover 
what to do with a stolen diamond. He was annoyed, 
moreover, to find the information scattered amongst 
romantic story-telling, instead of soberly set forth 
after the manner of a manual; and he con- 
cluded that, even if the writer had thought much 
upon these subjects, he was totally lacking in 
educational method. For the character and attain- 
ments of Lecoq, however, he was unable to contain 
his admiration. 

' He was truly a great creature,' ruminated Mr. 
Eolles, 'He knew the world as I know Paley's 
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Evidences. There was nothing that he could not 
carry to a termination with his own hand, and 
against the largest odds. Heavens ! ' he broke out 
suddenly, ' is not this the lesson ? Must I not learn 
to cut diamonds for myself ? ' 

It seemed to him as if he had sailed at once 
out of his perplexities ; he remembered that he 
knew a jeweller, one B. Macculloch, in Edinburgh, 
who would be glad to put him in the way of the 
necessary training ; a few months, perhaps a few 
years, of sordid toil, and he would be sufficiently 
expert to divide and sufficiently cunning to dispose 
with advantage of the Eajah's Diamond. That 
done, he might return to pursue his researches 
at leisure, a wealthy and luxurious student, 
envied and respected by all. Golden visions 
attended him through his slumber, and he awoke 
refreshed and light-hearted with the morning 
sun. 

Mr. Eaeburn's house was on that day to be closed 
by the police, and this afforded a pretext for his 
departure. He cheerfully prepared his baggage, 
transported it to King's Cross, where he left it in 
the cloak-room, and returned to the club to while 
away the afternoon and dine. 

' If you dine here to-day, Eolles,' observed an 
a cquaintance, ' you may see two of the most remark- 
able men in England — Prince Florizel of Bohemia, 
and old Jack Vandeleur.' 

' I have heard of the Prince,' replied Mr. Eolles ; 
* and General Vandeleur I have even met in society. 

' General Vandeleur is an ass ! ' returned the 
other. ' This is his brother John, the biggest 
adventurer, the best judge of precious stones, and 
one of the most acute diplomatists in Europe. Have 
you never heard of his duel with the Due de Val 
d'Orge ? of his exploits and atrocities when he was 
Dictator of Paraguay ? of his dexterity in recovering 
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Sir Samuel Levi's jewellery ? nor of his services in 
the Indian Mutiny — services by which the Grovern- 
ment profited, but which the Government dared not 
recognise ? You make me wonder what we mean 
by fame, or even by infamy; for Jack Vandeleur 
has prodigious claims to both. Eun down stairs,' 
he continued, ' take a table near them, and keep 
your ears open. You will hear some strange talk, 
or I am much misled.' 

' But how shall I know them ? ' inquired the 
clergyman. 

' Know them ! ' cried his friend ; ' why, the 
Prince is the finest gentleman in Europe, the only 
living creature who looks like a king ; and as for 
Jack Vandeleur, if you can imagine Ulysses at seventy 
years of age, and with a sabre-cut across his face, 
vou have the man before you ! Know them, indeed ! 
Why, you could pick either of them out of a Derby 
day 1 ' 

Eolles eagerly hurried to the dining-room. It was 
as his friend had asserted ; it was impossible to mis- 
take the pair in question. Old John Vandeleur 
was of a remarkable force of body, and obviously 
broken to the most difficult exercises. He had 
neither the carriage of a swordsman, nor of a sailor, 
nor yet of one much inured to the saddle ; but 
something made up of all these, and the result and 
expression of many different habits and dexterities. 
His features were bold and aquiline ; his expression 
arrogant and predatory ; his whole appearance that of 
a swift, violent, unscrupulous man of action ; and his 
copious white hair and the deep sabre-cut that tra- 
versed his nose and temple added a note of savagery 
to a head already remarkable and menacing in itself. 

In his companion, the Prince of Bohemia, Mr. 
Rolles was astonished to recognise the gentleman 
who had recommended him the study of Graboriau. 
Doubtless Prince Florizel, who rarely visited the 
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club, of which, as of most others, he was an honorary 
member, had been waiting for John Vandeleur when 
Simon accosted him on the previous evening. 

The other diners had modestly retired into the 
angles of the room, and left the distinguished pair 
in a certain isolation, but the young clergyman 
was unrestrained by any sentiment of awe, and, 
marching boldly up, took his place at the nearest 
table. 

The conversation was, indeed, new to the 
student's ears. The ex-Dictator of Paraguay stated 
many extraordinary experiences in different quarters 
of the world ; and the Prince supplied a commentary 
which, to a man of thought, was even more interest- 
ing than the events themselves. Two forms of 
experience were thus brought together and laid 
before the young clergyman ; and he did not know 
which to admire the most — the desperate actor or 
the skilled expert in life ; the man who spoke 
boldly of his own deeds and perils, or the man who 
seemed, like a god, to know all things and to have 
suffered nothing. The manner of each aptly fitted 
with his part in the discourse. The Dictator in- 
dulged in brutalities alike of speech and gesture ; 
his hand opened and shut and fell roughly on the 
table ; and his voice was loud and heady. The 
Prince, on the other hand, seemed the very type of 
urbane docility and quiet ; the least movement, the 
least inflection, had with him a weightier significance 
than all the shouts and pantomime of his companion ; 
and if ever, as must frequently have been the case, 
he described some experience personal to himself, it 
was so aptly dissimulated as to pass unnoticed with 
the rest. 

At length the talk wandered on to the late 
robberies and the Eajah's Diamond. 

' That diamond would be better in the sea * 
observed Prince Florizel. 
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' As a Vandeleur,' replied the Dictator, * your 
Highness may imagine my dissent.' 

' I speak on grounds of public policy,' pursued 
the Prince. ' Jewels so valuable should be reserved 
for the collection of a Prince or the treasury of a 
great nation. To hand them about among the 
common sort of men is to set a price on Virtue's 
head ; and if the Eajah of Kashgar — a Prince, I 
understand, of great enlightenment — desired ven- 
geance upon the men of Europe, he could hardly 
have gone more efficaciously about his purpose than 
by sending us this apple of discord. There is no 
honesty too robust for such a trial. I myself, who 
have many duties and many privileges of my own — ■ 
I myself, Mr. Vandeleur, could scarce handle the 
intoxicating crystal and be safe. As for you, who 
are a diamond-hunter by taste aud profession, I do 
not believe there is a crime in the calendar you 
would not perpetrate — I do not believe you have a 
friend in the world whom you would not eagerly 
betray — I do not know if you have a family, but if 
you have I declare you would sacrifice your children 
— and all this for what? Xot to be richer, nor 
to have more comforts or more respect, but simply 
to call this diamond yours for a year or two until 
you die, and now and again to open a safe and look 
at it as one looks at a picture.' 

' It is true,' replied Vandeleur. ' I have hunted 
most things, from men and women down to mos- 
quitos; I have dived for coral; I have followed both 
whales and tigers ; and a diamond is the tallest 
quarry of the lot. It has beauty and worth; it 
alone can properly reward the ardours of the chase. 
At this moment, as your Highness may fancy, I am 
upon the trail ; I have a sure knack, a wide ex- 
perience ; I know every stone of price in my brother's 
collection as a shepherd knows his sheep ; and I 
wish I may die if I do not recover them every one i * 
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' Sir Thomas Vandeleur will liave great cause to 
thank you,' said the Prince. 

'I am not so sure,' returned the Dictator, with a 
laugh. 'One of the Vandeleurs will. Thomas or 
John — Peter or Paul — we are all apostles.' 

' I did not catch your observation,' said the 
Prince with some disgust. 

And at the same moment the waiter informed 
Mr. Vandeleur that his cab was at the door. 

Mr. Rolles glanced at the clock, and saw that he 
also must be moving ; and the coincidence struck 
him sharply and unpleasantly, for he desired to see 
no more of the diamond hunter. 

Much study having somewhat shaken the young 
man's nerves, he was in the habit of travelling in the 
most luxurious manner ; and for the present journey 
he had taken a sofa in the sleeping carriage. 

' You will be very comfortable,' said the guard ; 
' there is no one in your compartment, and only one 
old gentleman in the other end.' 

It was close upon the hour, and the tickets 
were being examined, when Mr. Rolles beheld this 
other fellow-passenger ushered by several porters 
into his place ; certainly, there was not another man 
in the world whom he would not have preferred — 
for it was old John Vandeleur, the ex-Dictator. 

The sleeping carriages on the Great Northern line 
were divided into three compartments — one at each 
end for travellers, and one in the centre fitted with 
the conveniences of a lavatory. A door running in 
grooves separated each of the others from the lava- 
tory ; but as there were neither bolts nor locks, the 
whole suite was practically common ground. 

When Mr. .Rolles had studied his position, he 
perceived himself without defence. If the Dictator 
chose to pay him a visit in the course of the night, 
he could do no less than receive it ; he had no means 
of fortification, and lay open to attack as if he had 

K 
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been lying in the fields. This situation caused him 
some agony of mind. He recalled with alarm the 
boastful statements of his fellow-traveller across the 
dining-table, and the professions of immorality which 
he had heard him offering to the disgusted Prince. 
Some persons, he remembered to have read, are en- 
dowed with a singular quickness of perception for 
the neighbourhood of precious metals ; through walls 
and even at considerable distances they are said to 
divine the presence of gold. Might it not be the 
same with diamonds? he wondered; and if so, who 
was more likely to enjoy this transcendental sense 
than the person who gloried in the appellation of the 
Diamond Hunter ? From such a man he recognised 
that he had everything to fear, and longed eagerly 
for the arrival of the day. 

In the meantime he neglected no precaution, 
concealed his diamond in the most internal pocket 
of a system of great coats, and devoutly recommended 
himself to the care of Providence. 

The train pursued its usual even and rapid course ; 
and nearly half the journey had been accomplished 
before slumber began to triumph over uneasiness in 
the breast of Mr. Holies. For some time he resisted 
its influence ; but it grew upon him more and more, 
and a little before York he was fain to stretch him- 
self upon one of the couches and suffer his eyes to 
close ; and almost at the same instant consciousness 
deserted the young clergyman. His last thought 
was of his terrifying neighbour. 

When he awoke it was still pitch dark, except for 
the flicker of the veiled lamp ; and the continual 
roaring and oscillation testified to the unrelaxed ve- 
locity of the train. He sat upright in a panie, for 
he had been tormented by the most uneasy dreams ; 
it was some seconds before he recovered his self- 
command ; and even after he had resumed a recum- 
bent attitude sleep continued to flee him, and he lay 
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awake with his brain in a state of violent agitation, 
and his eyes fixed upon the lavatory door. He pulled 
his clerical felt hat over his brow still farther to 
shield him from the light ; and he adopted the usual 
expedients, such as counting a thousand or banishing 
thought, by which experienced invalids are accus- 
tomed to woo the approach of sleep. In the case of 
Mr. Rolles they proved one and all vain ; he was 
harassed by a dozen different anxieties — the old man 
in the other end of the carriage haunted him in the 
most alarming shapes ; and in whatever attitude he 
chose to lie the diamond in his pocket occasioned 
him a sensible physical distress. It burned, it was 
too large, it bruised his ribs ; and there were infi- 
nitesimal fractions of a second in which he had half 
a mind to throw it from the window. 

While he was thus lying, a strange incident took 
place. 

The sliding-door into the lavatory stirred a little, 
and then a little more, and was finally drawn back 
for the space of about twenty inches. The lamp in 
the lavatory was unshaded, and in the lighted aper- 
ture thus disclosed, Mr. Rolles could see the head of 
Mr. Vandeleur in an attitude of deep attention. He 
was conscious that the gaze of the Dictator rested 
intently on his own face; and the instinct of self- 
preservation moved him to hold his breath, to refrain 
from the least movement, and keeping his eyes low- 
ered, to watch his visitor from underneath the lashes. 
After about a moment, the head was withdrawn and 
the door of the lavatory replaced. 

The Dictator had not come to attack, but to 
observe ; his action was not that of a man threatening 
another, but that of a man who was himself threat- 
ened ; if Mr. Rolles was afraid of him, it appeared 
that he, in his turn, was not quite easy on the score 
of Mr. Rolles. He had come, it would seem, to make 
eiire that his only fellow-traveller was asleep ; and, 
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when satisfied on that point, he had at once with- 
drawn. 

The clergyman leaped to his feet. The extreme 
of terror had given place to a reaction of foolhardy 
daring. He reflected that the rattle of the flying 
train concealed all other sounds, and determined, 
come what might, to return the visit he had just 
received. Divesting himself of his cloak, which 
might have interfered with the freedom of his action, 
he entered the lavatory and paused to listen. As he 
had expected, there was nothing to be heard above 
the roar of the train's progress ; and laying his hand 
on the door at the farther side, he proceeded cautiously 
to draw it back for about six inches. Then he stopped, 
and could not contain an ejaculation of surprise. 

John Vandeleur wore a fur travelling cap with 
lappets to protect his ears ; and this may have com- 
bined with the sound of the express to keep him in 
ignorance of what was going forward. It is certain, 
at least, that he did not raise his head, but continued 
without interruption to pursue his strange employ- 
ment. Between his feet stood an open hat-box ; in 
one hand he held the sleeve of his sealskin greatcoat ; 
in the other a formidable knife, with which he had 
just slit up the lining of the sleeve. Mr. Eolles had 
read of persons carrying money in a belt ; and as he 
had no acquaintance with any but cricket-belts, he 
had never been able rightly to conceive how this 
was managed. But here was a stranger thing before 
his eyes ; for John Vandeleur, it appeared, carried 
diamonds in the lining of his sleeve ; and even as 
the young clergyman gazed, he could see one glitter- 
ing brilliant drop after another into the hat-box. 

He stood riveted to the spot, following this un- 
usual business with his eyes. The diamonds were, 
for the most part, small, and not easily distinguish- 
able either in shape or fire. Suddenly the Dictator 
appeared to find a difficulty; he employed both hands 
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atid stooped over his task ; but it was not until after 
considerable manoeuvring that he extricated a large 
tiara of diamonds from the lining, and held it up for 
some seconds' examination before he placed it with 
the others in the hat-box. The tiara was a ray of 
light to Mr. Rolles ; he immediately recognised it for 
a part of the treasure stolen from Harry Hartley by 
the loiterer. There was no room for mistake ; it was 
exactly as the detective had described it ; there were 
the ruby stars, with a great emerald in the centre ; 
there were the interlacing crescents ; and there were 
the pear-shaped pendants, each a single stone, which 
gave a special value to Lady Vandeleur's tiara. 

Mr. Rolles was hugely relieved. The Dictator 
was as deeply in the affair as he was ; neither could 
tell tales upon the other. In the first glow of hap- 
piness, the clergyman suffered a deep sigh to escape 
him ; and as his bosom had become choked and his 
throat dry during his previous suspense, the sigh was 
followed by a cough. 

Mr. Vandeleur looked up ; his face contracted 
with the blackest and most deadly passion ; his eyes 
opened widely, and his under jaw dropped in an 
astonishment that was upon the brink of fury. By 
an instinctive movement he had covered the hat-box 
with the coat. For half a minute the two men stared 
upon each other in silence. It was not a long in- 
terval, but it sufficed for Mr. Rolles ; he was one of 
those who think swiftly on dangerous occasions ; he 
decided on a course of action of a singularly daring 
nature ; and although he felt he was setting his life 
upon the hazard, he was the first to break silence. 

' I beg your pardon,' said he. 

The Dictator shivered slightly, and when he spoke 
his voice was hoarse. 

' What do you want here ?' he asked. 

' I take a particular interest in diamonds,' replied 
Mr. Rolles, with an air of perfect self-possession. 
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' Two connoisseurs should be acquainted. I have 
here a trifle of my own which may perhaps serve for 
an introduction.' 

And so saying, he quietly took the case from his 
pocket, showed the Kajah's Diamond to the Dictator 
for an instant, and replaced it in security. 

' It was once your brother's,' he added. 

John Vandeleur continued to regard him with a 
look of almost painful amazement ; but he neither 
spoke nor moved. 

'I was pleased to observe,' resumed the young 
man, * that we have gems from the same collection.' 

The Dictator's surprise overpowered him. 

' I beg your pardon,' he said ; ' I begin to perceive 
that I am growing old ! I am positively not prepared 
for little incidents like this. But set my mind at 
rest upon one point : do my eyes deceive me, or are 
you indeed a parson ?' 

' I am in holy orders,' answered Mr. Eolles. 

' Well,' cried the other, ' as long as I live I will 
never hear another word against the cloth ! ' 

' You flatter me,' said Mr. Eolles. 

' Pardon me,' replied Vandeleur ; ' pardon me, 
young man. You are no coward, but it still remains 
to be seen whether you are not the worst of fools. 
Perhaps,' he continued, leaning back upon his seat, 
' perhaps you would oblige me with a few parti- 
culars. I must suppose you had some object in the 
stupefying impudence of your proceedings, and I 
confess I have a curiosity to know it.' 

' It is very simple,' replied the clergyman ; ' it 
proceeds from my great inexperience of life.' 

' I shall be glad to be persuaded,' answered 
Vandeleur. 

Whereupon Mr. Eolles told him the whole story 
of his connection with the Eajah's Diamond, from 
the time he found it in Eaeburn's garden to the 
time when he left London in the Flying Scotch- 
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man. He added a brief sketch of his feelings and 
thoughts during the journey, and concluded in these 
words : — 

' When I recognised the tiara I knew we were in 
the same attitude towards Society, and this inspired 
me with a hope, which I trust you will say was not 
ill-founded, that you might become in some sense 
my partner in the difficulties and, of course, the 
profits of my situation. To one of your special 
knowledge and obviously great experience the nego- 
tiation of the diamond would give but little trouble, 
while to me it was a matter of impossibility. On 
the other part, I judged that I might lose nearly as 
much by cutting the diamond, and that not improb- 
ably with an unskilful hand, as might enable me to 
pay you with proper generosity for your assistance. 
The subject was a delicate one to broach ; and 
perhaps I fell short in delicacy. But I must ask 
you to remember that for me the situation was a 
new one, and I was entirely unacquainted with the 
etiquette in use. I believe without vanity that 
I could have married or baptised you in a very 
acceptable manner; but every man has his own 
aptitudes, and this sort of bargain was not among 
the list of my accomplishments.' 

' I do not wish to flatter you,' replied Vandeleur ; 
* but upon my word, you have an unusual disposition 
for a life of crime. You have more accomplishments 
than you imagine ; and though I have encountered 
a number of rogues in different quarters of the 
world, I never met with one so unblushing as 
yourself. Cheer up, Mr. Eolles, you are in the right 
profession at last ! As for helping you, you may 
command me as you will. I have only a day's 
business in Edinburgh on a little matter for my 
brother ; and once that is concluded, I return to 
Paris, where I usually reside. If you please, you 
may accompany me thither. And before the end of 
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a month I believe I shall have brought your little 
business to a satisfactory conclusion.' 

(At this point, contrary to all the canons of his 
art, our Arabian Author breaks off the Story of 
the Young Man in Holt Orders. I regret and 
condemn such practices; but I must follow my 
original, and refer the reader for the conclusion of 
Mr. Holies' adventures to the next number of the 
cycle, the Story of the House with the Green 
Blinds.) 



STORY OF THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN 
BLINDS. 

Francis Scrymgeour, a clerk in the Bank of Scotland 
at Edinburgh, had attained the age of twenty-five in 
a sphere of quiet, creditable, and domestic life. His 
mother died while he was young ; but his father, a 
man of sense and probity, had given him an ex- 
cellent education at school, and brought him up at 
home to orderly and frugal habits. Francis, who 
was of a docile and affectionate disposition, profited 
by these advantages with zeal, and devoted himself 
heart and soul to his employment. A walk upon 
Saturday afternoon, an occasional dinner with mem- 
bers of his family, and a yearly tour of a fortnight in 
the Highlands or even on the continent of Europe, 
were his principal distractions, and he grew rapidly 
in favour with his superiors, and enjoyed already 
a salary of nearly two hundred pounds a year, with 
the prospect of an ultimate advance to almost 
double that amount. Few young men were more 
contented, few more willing and laborious than 
Francis Scrymgeour. Sometimes at night, when he 
had read the daily paper, he would play upon the 
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flute to amuse his father, for whose qualities he 
entertained a great respect. 

One day he received a note from a well-known 
firm of Writers to the Signet, requesting the favour 
of an immediate interview with him. The letter 
was marked ' Private and Confidential,' and had 
been addressed to him at the bank, instead of at 
home — two unusual circumstances which made him 
obey the summons with the more alacrity. The 
senior member of the firm, a man of much austerity 
of manner, made him gravely welcome, requested 
him to take a seat, and proceeded to explain the 
matter in hand in the picked expressions of a veteran 
man of business. A person, who must remain 
nameless, but of whom the lawyer had every reason 
to think well — a man, in short, of some station in 
the country — desired to make Francis an annual 
allowance of five hundred pounds. The capital was 
to be placed under the control of the lawyer's firm 
and two trustees who must also remain anonymous. 
There were conditions annexed to this liberality, but 
he was of opinion that his new client would find 
nothing either excessive or dishonourable in the 
terms ; and he repeated these two words with em- 
phasis, as though he desired to commit himself to 
nothing more. 

Francis asked their nature. 

' The conditions,' said the Writer to the Signet, 
* are, as I have twice remarked, neither dishonour- 
able nor excessive. At the same time I cannot 
conceal from you that they are most unusual. 
Indeed, the whole case is very much oui of our way ; 
and I should certainly have refused it had it not 
been for the reputation of the gentleman who 
entrusted it to my care, and, let me add, Mr. 
Scrymgeour, the interest I have been led to take 
in yourself by many complimentary and, I have no 
doubt, well-deserved reports.' 
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Francis entreated him to be more specific. 

* You cannot picture my uneasiness as to these 
conditions,' he said. 

' They are two,' replied the lawyer, ' only two ; 
and the sum, as you will remember, is five hundred 
a year — and unburdened, I forgot to add, un- 
burdened.' 

And the lawyer raised his eyebrows at him with 
solemn gusto. 

' The first,' he resumed, ' is of remarkable sim- 
plicity. You must be in Paris by the afternoon of 
Sunday, the 15th; there you will find, at the box- 
office of the Comedie Francaise, a ticket for 
admission taken in your name and waiting you. 
You are requested to sit out the whole performance 
in the seat provided, and that is all.' 

' I should certainly have preferred a week-day, 
replied Francis. ' But, after all, once in a way ' 

'And in Paris, my dear sir,' added the lawyer, 
soothingly. ' I believe I am something of a precisian 
myself, but upon such a consideration, and in Paris, 
I should not hesitate an instant.' 

And the pair laughed pleasantly together. 

' The other is of more importance,' continued the 
Writer to the Signet. ' It regards your marriage. 
My client, taking a deep interest in your welfare, 
desires to advise you absolutely in the choice of a 
wife. Absolutely, you understand,' he repeated. 

' Let us be more explicit, if you please,' returned 
Francis. ' Am I to marry anyone, maid or widow, 
black or white, whom this invisible person chooses 
to propose ? 'c 

' I was to assure you that suitability of age 
and position should be a principle with your bene- 
factor,' replied the lawyer. ' As to race, I confess 
the difficulty had not occurred to me, and I failed 
to inquire ; but if you like I will make a note of it 
at once, and advise you on the earliest opportunity.' 
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' Sir,' said Francis, ' it remains to be seen 
whether this whole affair is not a most unworthy 
fraud. The circumstances are inexplicable — I had 
almost said incredible ; and until I see a little more 
daylight, and some plausible motive, I confess I 
should be very sorry to put a hand to the transaction. 
I appeal to you in this difficulty for information. 
I must learn what is at the bottom of it all. If 
you do not know, cannot guess, or are not at liberty 
to tell me, I shall take my hat and go back to my 
bank as I came.' 

' I do not know,' answered the lawyer, ' but I 
have an excellent guess. Your father, and no one 
else, is at the root of this apparently unnatural 
business.' 

' My father ! ' cried Francis, in extreme disdain. 
•Worthy man, I know every thought of his mind, 
every penny of his fortune ! ' 

' You misinterpret my words,' said the lawyer. 
* I do not refer to Mr. Scrymgeour, senior ; for he 
is not your father. "When he and his wife came 
to Edinburgh, you were already nearly one year 
old, and you had not yet been three months in 
their care. The secret has been well kept ; but 
such is the fact. Your father is unknown, and I 
say again that I believe him to be the original of 
the offers I am charged at present to transmit to 
you.' 

It would be impossible to exaggerate the as- 
tonishment of Francis Scrymgeour at this unex- 
pected information. He pled this confusion to the 
lawyer. 

' Sir,' said he, ' after a piece of news so startling, 
you must grant me some hours for thought. You 
shall know this evening what conclusion I have 
reached.' 

The lawyer commended his prudence ; and 
Francis, excusing himself upon some pretext at the 



J40 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

bank, took a long walk into the country, and fully 
considered the different steps and aspects of the 
case. A pleasant sense of his own importance 
rendered him the more deliberate : but the issue 
was from the first not doubtful. His whole carnal 
man leaned irresistibly towards the five hundred 
a year, and the strange conditions with which it was 
burdened ; he discovered in his heart an invincible 
repugnance to the name of Scrymgeour, which he 
had never hitherto disliked ; he began to despise the 
narrow and unromantic interests of his former life ; 
and when once his mind was fairly made up, he 
walked with a new feeling of strength and freedom, 
and nourished himself with the gayest anticipations. 

He said but a word to the lawyer, and immedi- 
ately received a cheque for two quarters' arrears ; 
for the allowance was ante-dated from the first of 
January. With this in his pocket, he walked home. 
The flat in Scotland Street looked mean in his eves ; 
his nostrils, for the first time, rebelled against the 
odour of broth ; and he observed little defects of 
manner in his adoptive father which filled him with 
surprise and almost with disgust. The next day, he 
determined, should see him on his way to Paris. 

In that city, where he arrived long before the 
appointed date, he put up at a modest hotel 
frequented by English and Italians, and devoted 
himself to improvement in the French tongue ; for 
this purpose he had a master twice a week, entered 
into conversation with loiterers in the Champs 
Elvsees, and nightly frequented the theatre. He 
had his whole toilette fashionably renewed ; and was 
shaved and had his hair dressed every morning by a 
barber in a neighbouring street. This gave him 
something of a foreign air, and seemed to wipe off 
the reproach of his past years. 

At length, on the Saturday afternoon, he betook 
himself to the box-office of the theatre in the Rue 
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Richelieu. No sooner had he mentioned his name 
than the clerk produced the order in an envelope of 
which the address was scarcely dry. 

' It has been taken this moment,' said the clerk. 
•' Indeed ! ' said Francis. ' May I ask what the 
gentleman was like ? ' 

' Your friend is easy to describe,' replied the 
official. ' He is old and strong and beautiful, with 
white hair and a sabre-cut across his face. You 
cannot fail to recognise so marked a person.' 

' No, indeed,' returned Francis ; ' and I thank 
you for your politeness.' 

' He cannot yet be far distant,' added the clerk. 
' If you make haste you might still overtake him.' 

Francis did not wait to be twice told ; he ran 
precipitately from the theatre into the middle of the 
street and looked in all directions. More than one 
white-haired man was within sight ; but though he 
overtook each of them in succession, all wanted the 
sabre-cut. For nearly half-an-hour he tried one 
street after another in the neighbourhood, until at 
length, recognising the folly of continued search, he 
started on a walk to compose his agitated feelings ; 
for this proximity of an encounter with him to whom 
he could not doubt he owed the day had profoundly 
moved the young man. 

It chanced that his way lay up the Rue Drouot 
and thence up the Rue des Martyrs ; and chance, in 
this case, served him better than all the forethought 
in the world. For on the outer boulevard he saw 
two men in earnest colloquy upon a seat. One was 
dark, young, and handsome, secularly dressed, but 
with an indelible clerical stamp ; the other answered 
in every particular to the description given him by 
the clerk. Francis felt his heart beat high in his 
bosom ; he knew he was now about to hear the voice 
of his father ; and making a wide circuit, he noise- 
lessly took his place behind the couple in question, 
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who were too much interested in their talk to 
observe much else. As Francis had expected, the 
conversation was conducted in the English language. 

' Your suspicions begin to annoy me, Kolles,' said 
the older man. ' I tell you I am doing my utmost ; 
a man cannot lay his hand on millions in a moment. 
Have I not taken you up, a mere stranger, out of 
pure good will ? Are you not living largely on my 
bounty ? ' 

' On your advances, Mr. Vandeleur,' corrected 
the other. 

' Advances, if you choose ; and interest instead 
of good-will, if you prefer it,' returned Vandeleur, 
angrily. 'I am not here to pick expressions. 
Business is business ; and your business, let me 
remind you, is too muddy for such airs. Trust me, 
or leave me alone and find someone else ; but let us 
have an end, for God's sake, of your jeremiads.' 

' I am beginning to learn the world,' replied the 
other, ' and I see that you have every reason to play 
me false, and not one to deal honestly. I am not 
here to pick expressions either; you wish the 
diamond for yourself; you know you do — you dare 
not deny it. Have you not already forged my 
name, and searched my lodging in my absence ? I 
understand the cause of your delays ; you are lying 
in wait ; you are the diamond-hunter, forsooth ; 
and sooner or later, by fair means or foul, you'll lay 
your hands upon it. I tell you, it must stop ; push 
me much further and I promise you a surprise.' 

* It does not become you to use threats,' returned 
Vandeleur. ' Two can play at that. My brother is 
here in Paris ; the police are on the alert ; and 
if you persist in wearying me with your caterwaul- 
ing, I will arrange a little astonishment for you, 
Mr. Kolles. But mine shall be once and for all. Do 
you understand, or would you prefer me to tell it 
you in Hebrew ? There is an end to all things, and 
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you have come to the end of my patience. Tuesday, 
at seven ; not a day, not an hour sooner, not the 
least part of a second, if it were to save your life. 
And if you do not choose to wait, you may go to the 
bottomless pit for me, and welcome.' 

And so saying, the Dictator arose from the bench, 
and marched off in the direction of Montmartre, 
shaking his head and swinging his cane with a 
most furious air; while his companion remained 
where he was, in an attitude of great dejection. 

Francis was at the pitch of surprise and horror ; 
his sentiments had been shocked to the last degree ; 
the hopeful tenderness with which he had taken his 
place upon the bench was transformed into repulsion 
and despair ; old Mr. Scrymgeour, he reflected, was 
a far more kindly and creditable parent than this 
dangerous and violent intriguer; but he retained 
his presence of mind, and suffered not a moment to 
elapse before he was on the trail of the Dictator. 

That gentleman's fury carried him forward at a 
brisk pace, and he was so completely occupied in 
his angry thoughts that he never so much as cast a 
look behind him till he reached his own door. 

His house stood high up in the Eue Lepic, com- 
manding a view of all Paris and enjoying the pure 
air of the heights. It was two stories high, with 
green blinds and shutters ; and all the windows 
looking on the street were hermetically closed. 
Tops of trees showed over the high garden wall, and 
the wall was protected by chevaux-de-frise. The 
Dictator paused a moment while he searched his 
pocket for a key ; and then, opening a gate, dis- 
appeared within the enclosure. 

Francis looked about him ; the neighbourhood 
was very lonely ; the house isolated in its garden. 
It seemed as if his observation must here come to 
an abrupt end. A second glance, however, showed 
him a tall house next door presenting a gable to the 
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garden, and in this gable a single window. He 
passed to the front and saw a ticket offering unfur- 
nished lodgings by the month ; and, on inquiry, 
the room which commanded the Dictator's garden 
proved to be one of those to let. Francis did not 
hesitate a moment ; he took the room, paid an 
advance upon the rent, and returned to his hotel 
to seek his baggage. 

The old man with the sabre-cut might or might 
not be his father ; he might or he might not be 
upon the true scent ; but he was certainly on the 
edge of an exciting mystery, and he promised him- 
self that he would not relax his observation until he 
had got to the bottom of the secret. 

From the window of his new apartment Francis 
Scrymgeour commanded a complete view into the 
garden of the house with the green blinds. Imme- 
diately below him a very comely chestnut with wide 
boughs sheltered a pair of rustic tables where people 
might dine in the height of summer. On all sides 
save one a dense vegetation concealed the soil ; but 
there, between the tables and the house, he saw a patch 
of gravel walk leading from the verandah to the 
garden-gate. Studying the place from between the 
boards of the Venetian shutters, which he durst not 
open for fear of attracting attention, Francis observed 
but little to indicate the manners of the inhabitants, 
and that little argued no more than a close reserve 
and a taste for solitude. The garden was conventual, 
the house had the air of a prison. The green blinds 
were all drawn down upon the outside ; the door 
into the verandah was closed ; the garden, as far as 
he could see it, was left entirely to itself in the 
evening sunshine. A modest curl of smoke from 
a single chimney alone testified to the presence of 
living people. 

In order that he might not be entirely idle, and 
to give a certain colour to his way of life, Francis 



THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. 145 

had purchased Euclid's Geometry in French, which 
he set himself to copy and translate on the top of 
his portmanteau and seated on the floor against the 
wall ; for he was equally without chair or table. 
From time to time he would rise and cast a glance 
into the enclosure of the house with the green blinds; 
but the windows remained obstinately closed and the 
garden empty. 

Only late in the evening did anything occur to 
reward his continued attention. Between nine and 
ten the sharp tinkle of a bell aroused him from a fit 
of dozing ; and he sprang to his observatory in time 
to hear an important noise of locks being opened 
and bars removed, and to see Mr. Vandeleur, carrying 
a lantern and clothed in a flowing robe of black 
velvet with a skull-cap to match, issue from under 
the verandah and proceed leisurely towards the 
garden-gate. The sound of bolts and bars was then 
repeated ; and a moment after Francis perceived the 
Dictator escorting into the house, in the mobile 
light of the lantern, an individual of the lowest and 
most despicable appearance. 

Half-an-hour afterwards the visitor was recon- 
ducted to the street ; and Mr. Vandeleur, setting his 
light upon one of the rustic tables, finished a cigar 
with great deliberation under the foliage of the 
chestnut. Francis, peering through a clear space 
among the leaves, was able to follow his gestures as 
he threw away the ash or enjoyed a copious inhala- 
tion ; and beheld a cloud upon the old man's brow 
and a forcible action of the lips, which testified to 
some deep and probably painful train of thought. 
The cigar was already almost at an end, when the 
voice of a young girl was heard suddenly crying the 
hour from the interior of the house. 

' In a moment,' replied John Vandeleur. 

And, with that, he threw away the stump and, 
taking up the lantern, sailed away under the verandah 

L 
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for the night. As soon as the door was closed, abso- 
lute darkness fell upon the house ; Francis might 
try his eyesight as much as he pleased, he could not 
detect so much as a single chink of light below a 
blind ; and he concluded, with great good sense, that 
the bed-chambers were all upon the other side. 

Early the next morning (for he was early awake 
after an uncomfortable night upon the floor), he saw 
cause to adopt a different explanation. The blinds 
rose, one after another, by means of a spring in the 
interior, and disclosed steel shutters such as we see 
on the front of shops ; these in their turn were rolled 
up by a similar contrivance ; and for the space of 
about an hour, the chambers were left open to the 
morning air. At the end of that time Mr. Vande- 
leur, with his own hand, once more closed the shutters 
and replaced the blinds from within. 

While Francis was still marvelling at these pre- 
cautions, the door opened and a young girl came 
forth to look about her in the garden. It was not 
two minutes before she re-entered the house, but 
even in that short time he saw enough to convince 
him that she possessed the most unusual attractions. 
His curiosity was not only highly excited by this 
incident, but his spirits were improved to a still 
more notable degree. The alarming manners and 
more than equivocal life of his father ceased from 
that moment to prey upon his mind ; from that 
moment he embraced his new family with ardour ; 
and whether the young lady should prove his sister 
or his wife, he felt convinced she was an angel in 
disguise. So much was this the case that he was 
seized with a sudden horror when he reflected how 
little he really knew, and how possible it was that 
he had followed the wrong person when he followed 
Mr. Vandeleur. 

The porter, whom lie consulted, could afford him 
little information ', but, such as it was, it had a 
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mysterious and questionable sound. The person next 
door was an English gentleman of extraordinary 
wealth, and proportionately eccentric in his tastes 
and habits. He possessed great collections, which 
he kept in the house beside him; and it was to 
protect these that he had fitted the place with steei 
shutters, elaborate fastenings, and chevauoc-de-frise 
alting the garden wall. He lived much alone, in 
spite of some strange visitors with whom, it seemed, 
he had business to transact ; and there was no one 
else in the house, except Mademoiselle and an old 
woman servant. 

' Is Mademoiselle his daughter? ' inquired Francis. 

'Certainly,' replied the porter. 'Mademoiselle 
is the daughter of the house ; and strange it is to 
see how she is made to work. For all his riches, it 
is she who goes to market; and every day in the 
week you may see her going by with a basket on 
her arm.' 

' And the collections? ' asked the other. 

' Sir,' said the man, ' they are immensely valuable. 
More I cannot tell you. Since M. de Vandeleur's 
arrival no one in the quarter has so much as passed 
the door.' 

' Suppose not,' returned Francis, ' you must surely 
have some notion what these famous galleries contain. 
Is it pictures, silks, statues, jewels, or what?' 

* My faith, sir,' said the fellow with a shrug, ' it 
might be carrots, and Btill I could not tell you. How 
should I know ? The house is kept like a garrison, 
as you perceive.' 

And then as Francis was returning disappointed 
to his room, the porter called him back. 

' I have just remembered, sir,' said he. 'M. de 
Vandeleur has been in all parts of the world, and I 
once heard the old woman declare that he had 
brought many diamonds back with him. If that be the 
truth, there must be a fine show behind those shutters.' 
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By an early hour on Sunday Francis was in his 
place at the theatre. The seat which had been taken 
for him was only two or three numbers from the 
left-hand side, and directly opposite one of the 
lower boxes. As the seat had been specially chosen 
there was doubtless something to be learned from 
its position ; and he judged by an instinct that the 
box upon his right was, in some way or other, to be 
connected with the drama in which he ignorantly 
played a part. Indeed it was so situated that its 
occupants could safely observe him from beginning 
to end of the piece, if they were so minded ; while, 
profiting by the depth, they could screen themselves 
sufficiently well from any counter-examination on 
his side. He promised himself not to leave it for 
a moment out of sight ; and whilst he scanned the 
rest of the theatre, or made a show of attending to 
the business of the stage, he always kept a corner of 
an eye upon the empty box. 

The second act had been some time in progress, 
and was even drawing towards a close, when the 
door opened and two persons entered and ensconced 
themselves in the darkest of the shade. Francis 
could hardly control his emotion. It was Mr. 
Vandeleur and his daughter. The blood came and 
went in his arteries and veins with stunning activity ; 
his ears sang ; his head turned. He dared not look 
lest he should awake suspicion ; his play-bill, which 
he kept reading from end to end and over and over 
again, turned from white to red before his eyes ; and 
when he cast a glance upon the stage, it seemed 
incalculably far away, and he found the voices and 
gestures of the actors to the last degree impertinent 
and absurd. 

From time to time he risked a momentary look 
in the direction which principally interested him ; 
and once at least he felt certain that his eyes en- 
countered those of the young girl. A shock passed 
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over his body, and he saw all the colours of the 
rainbow. What would he not have given to over- 
hear what passed between the Vandeleurs ? What 
would he not have given for the courage to take up 
his opera-glass and steadily inspect their attitude 
and expression ? There, for aught he knew, his 
whole life was being decided — and he not able to 
interfere, not able even to follow the debate, but 
condemned to sit and suffer where he was, in impo- 
tent anxiety. 

At last the act came to an end. The curtain 
fell, and the people around him began to leave their 
places for the interval. It was only natural that he 
should follow their example ; and if he did so, it 
was not only natural but necessary that he should 
pass immediately in front of the box in question. 
Summoning all his courage, but keeping his eyes 
lowered, Francis drew near the spot. His progress 
was slow, for the old gentleman before him moved 
with incredible deliberation, wheezing as he went. 
What was he to do ? Should he address the Vande- 
leurs by name as he went by ? Should he take the 
flower from his button-hole and throw it into the 
box ? Should he raise his face and direct one long 
and affectionate look upon the lady who was either 
his sister or his betrothed ? As he found himself 
thus struggling among so many alternatives, he 
had a vision of his old equable existence in the 
bank, and was assailed by a thought of regret for the 
past. 

By this time he had arrived directly opposite the 
box ; and although he was still undetermined what 
to do or whether to do anything, he turned his head 
and lifted his eyes. No sooner had he done so than- 
he uttered a cry of disappointment and remained 
rooted to the spot. The box was empty. During 
his slow advance Mr. Vandeleur and his daughter 
had quietly slipped away. 
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A polite person in his rear reminded him that he 
was stopping the path ; and he moved on again with 
mechanical footsteps, and suffered the crowd to carry 
him unresisting out of the theatre. Once in the 
street, the pressure ceasing, he came to a halt, and 
the cool night air speedily restored him to the 
possession of his faculties. He was surprised to find 
that his head ached violently, and that he remem- 
bered not one word of the two acts which he had 
witnessed. As the excitement wore away, it was 
succeeded by an overweening appetite for sleep, and 
he hailed a cab and drove to his lodging in a state 
of extreme exhaustion and some disgust of life. 

Next morning he lay in wait for Miss Vandeleur 
on her road to market, and by eight o'clock beheld 
ner stepping down a lane. She was simply, and even 
poorly, attired ; but in the carriage of her head and 
body there was something flexible and noble that 
would have lent distinction to the meanest toilette. 
Even her basket, so aptly did she carry it, became 
her like an ornament. It seemed to Francis, as he 
slipped into a doorway, that the sunshine followed 
and the shadows fled before her as she walked ; and 
he was conscious, for the first time, of a bird singing 
in a cage above the lane. 

He suffered her to pass the doorway, and then, 
coming forth once more, addressed her by name from 
behind. 

' Miss Vandeleur,' said he. 

She turned and, when she saw who he was, 
became deadly pale. 

' Pardon me,' he continued; ' Heaven knows I had 
no will to startle you ; and, indeed, there should be 
nothing startling in the presence of one who wishes 
you so well as I do. And, believe me, I am acting 
rather from necessity than choice. We have many 
things in common, and I am sadly in the dark. 
There is much that I should be doing, and my handa 
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are tied. I do not know even what to feel, nor who 
are my friends and enemies.' 

She found her voice with an effort. 

' I do not know who you are,' she said. 

' Ah, yes ! Miss Vandeleur, you do,' returned 
Francis ; ' better than I do myself. Indeed it is on 
that, above all, that I seek light. Tell me what you 
know,' he pleaded. 'Tell me who I am, who you 
are, and how our destinies are intermixed. Give me 
a little help with my life, Miss Vandeleur — only a 
word or two to guide me, only the name of my 
father, if you will — and. I shall be grateful and 
content.' 

' I will not attempt to deceive you,' she replied. 
* I know who you are, but I am not at liberty to say.' 

' Tell me, at least, that you have forgiven my 
presumption, and I shall wait with all the patience I 
have,' he said. ' If I am not to know, I must do 
without. It is cruel, but I can bear more upon a 
push. Only do not add to my troubles the thought 
that I have made an enemy of you.' 

' You did only what was natural,' she said, ' and 
I have nothing to forgive you. Farewell.' 

' Is it to be farewell ? ' he asked. 

'Nay, that I do not know myself,' she answered. 
' Farewell for the present, if you like.' 

And with these words she was gone. 

Francis returned to his lodging in a state of 
considerable commotion of mind. He made the most 
trifling progress with his Euclid for that forenoon, and 
was more often at the window than at his improvised 
writing-table. But beyond seeing the return of Miss 
Vandeleur, and the meeting between her and her 
father, who was smoking a Trichinopoli cigar in the 
verandah, there was nothing notable in the neigh- 
bourhood of the house with the green blinds before 
the time of the mid-day meal. The young man 
hastily allayed his appetite in a neighbouring re- 
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staurant, and returned with the speed of unallayed 
curiosity to the house in the Eue Lepic. A mounted 
servant was leading a saddle-horse to and fro before 
the garden wall ; and the porter of Francis's lodging 
was smoking a pipe against the door-post, absorbed 
in contemplation of the livery and the steeds. 

'Look!' he cried to the young man, ' what fine 
eattle ! what an elegant costume ! They belong to 
the brother of M. de Vandeleur, who is now within 
upon a visit. He is a great man, a general, in your 
country ; and you doubtless know him well by repu- 
tation.' 

' I confess,' returned Francis, ' that I have never 
heard of General Vandeleur before. We have many 
officers of that grade, and my pursuits have been 
exclusively civil.' 

' It is he,' replied the porter, ' who lost the great 
diamond of the Indies. Of that at least you must 
have read often in the papers.' 

As soon as Francis could disengage himself from 
the porter he ran upstairs and hurried to the window. 
Immediately below the clear space in the chestnut 
leaves, the two gentlemen were seated in conversa- 
tion over a cigar. The General, a red, military- 
looking man, offered some traces of a family 
resemblance to his brother ; he had something of 
the same features, something, although very little, 
of the same free and powerful carriage ; but he was 
older, smaller, and more common in air ; his like- 
ness was that of a caricature, and he seemed 
altogether a poor and debile being by the side of 
the Dictator. 

They spoke in tones so low, leaning over the 
table with every appearance of interest, that Francis 
could catch no more than a word or two on an occa- 
sion. For as little as he heard, he was convinced 
that the conversation turned upon himself and his 
own career ; several times the name of Scrymgeour 
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reached his ear, for it was easy to distinguish, and 
still more frequently he fancied he could distinguish 
the name Francis. 

At length the General, as if in a hot anger, 
broke forth into several violent exclamations. 

' Francis Vandeleur ! ' he cried, accentuating the 
last word. ' Francis Vandeleur, I tell you.' 

The Dictator made a movement of his whole 
body, half affirmative, half contemptuous, but his 
answer was inaudible to the young man. 

Was he the Francis Vandeleur in question ? he 
wondered. Were they discussing the name under 
which he was to be married ? Or was the whole 
affair a dream and a delusion of his own conceit and 
self-absorption ? 

After another interval of inaudible talk, dis- 
sension seemed again to arise between the couple 
underneath the chestnut, and again the General 
raised his voice angrily so as to be audible to 
Francis. 

' My wife ? ' he cried. ' I have done with my 
wife for good. I will not hear her name. I am 
sick of her very name.' 

And he swore aloud and beat the table with his 
fist. 

The Dictator appeared, by his gestures, to pacify 
him after a paternal fashion ; and a little after he 
conducted him to the garden-gate. The pair shook 
hands affectionately enough ; but as soon as the door 
had closed behind his visitor, John Vandeleur fell 
into a fit of laughter which sounded unkindly and 
even devilish in the ears of Francis Scrymgeour. 

So another day had passed, and little more learnt. 
But the young man remembered that the morrow 
was Tuesday, and promised himself some curious 
discoveries; all might be well, or all might be ill; 
he was sure, at least, to glean some curious informa- 
tion, and, perhaps, by good luck, get at the heart of 
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the mystery which surrounded his father and his 
family. 

As the hour of the dinner drew near many pre- 
parations were made in the garden of the house with 
the green blinds. That table which was partly 
visible to Francis through the chestnut leaves was 
destined to serve as a sideboard, and carried relays of 
plates and the materials for salad : the other, which 
was almost entirely concealed, had been set apart for 
the diners, and Francis could catch glimpses of white 
cloth and silver plate. 

Mr. Eolles arrived, punctual to the minute ; he 
looked like a man upon his guard, and spoke low 
and sparingly. The Dictator, on the other hand, ap- 
peared to enjoy an unusual flow of spirits ; his laugh, 
which was youthful and pleasant to hear, sounded 
frequently from the garden ; by the modulation 
and the changes of his voice it was obvious that 
he told many droll stories and imitated the ac- 
cents of a variety of different nations ; and before 
he and the young clergyman had finished their 
vermouth all feeling of distrust was at an end, 
and they were talking together like a pair of school 
companions. 

At length Miss Vandeleur made her appearance, 
carrying the soup-tureen. Mr. Eolles ran to offer 
her assistance which she laughingly refused ; and 
there was an interchange of pleasantries among the 
trio which seemed to have reference to this primitive 
manner of waiting by one of the company. 

' One is more at one's ease,' Mr. Vandeleur was 
heard to declare. 

Next moment they were all three in their places, 
and Francis could see as little as he could hear of 
what passed. But the dinner seemed to go merrily ; 
there was a perpetual babble of voices and sound of 
knives and forks below the chestnut ; and Francis, 
who had no more than a roll to gnaw, was affected 
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with envy by the comfort and deliberation of the 
meal. The party lingered over one dibh after 
another, and then over a delicate dessert, with a 
bottle of old wine carefully uncorked by the hand of 
the Dictator himself. As it began to grow dark a 
lamp was set upon the table and a couple of candles 
on the sideboard ; for the night was perfectly pure, 
starry, and windless. Light overflowed besides from 
the door and window in the verandah, so that the 
garden was fairly illuminated and the leaves twinkled 
in the darkness. 

For perhaps the tenth time Miss Vandeleur 
entered the house ; and on this occasion she returned 
with the coffee-tray, which she placed upon the side- 
board. At the same moment her father rose from 
his seat. 

' The coffee is my province,' Francis heard him 
say. 

And next moment he saw his supposed father 
standing by the sideboard in the light of the candles. 

Talking over his shoulder all the while, Mr. 
Vandeleur poured out two cups of the brown stimulant, 
and then, by a rapid act of prestidigitation, emptied 
the contents of a tiny phial into the smaller of the 
two. The thing was so swiftly done that even 
Francis, who looked straight into his face, had 
hardly time to perceive the movement before it was 
completed. And next instant, and still laughing, 
Mr. Vandeleur had turned again towards the table 
with a cup in either hand. 

' Ere we have done with this,' said he, ' we may 
expect our famous Hebrew.' 

It would be impossible to depict the confusion 
and distress of Francis Scrymgeour. He saw foul 
play going forward before his eyes, and he felt bound 
to interfere, but kneiv not how. It might be a mere 
pleasantry, and then how should he look if he were 
to offer an unnecessary warning? Or again, if it 
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were serious, the criminal might be his own father, 
and then how should he not lament if he were to 
bring ruin on the author of his days ? For the 
first time he became conscious of his own position as 
a spy. To wait inactive at such a juncture and with 
such a conflict of sentiments in his bosom was to 
suffer the most acute torture ; he clung to the bars 
of the shutters, his heart beat fast and with irre- 
gularity, and he felt a strong sweat break forth upon 
his body. 

Several minutes passed. 

He seemed to perceive the conversation die away 
and grow less and less in vivacity and volume ; 
but still no sign of any alarming or even notable 
event. 

Suddenly the ring of a glass breaking was fol- 
lowed by a faint and dull sound, as of a person who 
should have fallen forward with his head upon the 
table. At the same moment a piercing scream rose 
from the garden. 

' What have you done ? ' cried Miss Vandeleur. 
« He is dead ! ' 

The Dictator replied in a violent whisper, so 
strong and sibilant that every word was audible to 
the watcher at the window. 

' Silence ! ' said Mr. Vandeleur ; ' the man is as 
well as I am. Take him by the heels whilst I carry 
him by the shoulders.' 

Francis heard Miss Vandeleur break forth into a 
passion of tears. 

' Do you hear what I say ? ' resumed the Dictator, 
in the same tones. ' Or do you wish to quarrel with 
me ? I give you your choice, Miss Vandeleur.' 

There was another pause, and the Dictator spoke 
again. 

' Take that man by the heels,' he said. ' I must 
have him brought into the house. If I were a little 
younger, I could help myself against the world. But 
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now that years and dangers are upon me and my 
hands are weakened, I must tarn to you for aid.' 

' It is a crime,' replied the girl. 

' I am your father,' said Mr. Vandeleur. 

This appeal seemed to produce its effect. A 
scuffling noise followed upon the gravel, a chair was 
overset, and then Francis saw the father and daughter 
stagger across the walk and disappear under the 
verandah, bearing the inanimate body of Mr. Eolles 
embraced about the knees and shoulders. The young 
clergyman was limp and pallid, and his head rolled 
upon his shoulders at every step. 

Was he alive or dead ? Francis, in spite of the 
Dictator's declaration, inclined to the latter view. A 
great crime had been committed ; a great calamity 
had fallen upon the inhabitants of the house with 
the green blinds. To his surprise, Francis found all 
horror for the deed swallowed up in sorrow for a girl 
and an old man whom he judged to be in the height 
of peril. A. tide of generous feeling swept into his 
heart ; he, too, would help his father against man 
and mankind, against fate and justice ; and casting 
open the shutters he closed his eyes and threw himself 
with outstretched arms into the foliage of the chestnut. 

Branch after branch slipped from his grasp or 
broke under his weight ; then he caught a stal wart 
bough under his armpit, and hung suspended for a 
second ; and then he let himself drop and fell 
heavily against the table. A cry of alarm from the 
house warned him that his entrance had not been 
effected unobserved. He recovered himself with a 
stagger, and in three bounds crossed the intervening 
space and stood before the door in the verandah. 

In a small apartment, carpeted with matting and 
surrounded by glazed cabinets full of rare and costly 
curios, Mr. Vandeleur was stooping over the body of 
Mr. Eolles. He raised himself as Francis entered, 
and there was an instantaneous passage of hands. It 
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was the business of a second ; as fast as an eye can 
wink the thing was done ; the young man had not 
the time to be sure, but it seemed to him as if the 
Dictator had taken something from the curate's 
breast, looked at it for the least fraction of time as 
it lay in his hand, and then suddenly and swiftly 
passed it to his daughter. 

All this was over while Francis had still one foot 
upon the threshold, and the other raised in air. The 
next instant he was on his knees to Mr. Vandeleur. 

'Father!' he cried. 'Let me too help you. I 
will do what you wish and ask no questions ; I will 
obey you with my life ; treat me as a son, and you 
will find I have a son's devotion.' 

A deplorable explosion of oaths was the Dictator's 
first reply. 

' Son and father ? ' he cried. ' Father and son ? 

What d d unnatural comedy is all this ? How 

do you come in my garden ? What do you want ? 
And who, in God's name, are you ? ' 

Francis, with a stunned and shamefaced aspect, 
got upon his feet again, and stood in silence. 

Then a light seemed to break upon Mr. Vandeleur, 
and he laughed aloud. 

' I see,' cried he. ' It is the Scrymgeour. Very 
well, Mr. Scrymgeour. Let me tell you in a few 
words how you stand. You have entered my private 
residence by force, or perhaps by fraud, but certainly 
with no encouragement from me ; and you come at 
a moment of some annoyance, a guest having fainted 
at my table, to besiege me with your protestations. 
You are no son of mine. You are my brother's 
bastard by a fishwife, if you want to know. I regard 
you with an indifference closely bordering on aver- 
sion ; and from what I now see of your conduct, I 
judge your mind to be exactly suitable to your 
exterior. I recommend you these mortifying reflec- 
tions for your leisure ; and, in the meantime, let me 
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beseech you to rid us of your presence. If I were 
not occupied,' added the Dictator, with a terrifying 
oath, ' I should give you the unholiest drubbing ere 
you went ! ' 

Francis listened in profound humiliation. He 
would have fled had it been possible ; but as he had 
no means of leaving the residence into which he had 
so unfortunately penetrated, he could do no more 
than stand foolishly where he was. 

It was Miss Vandeleur who broke the silence. 
' Father,' she said, ' you speak in anger. Mr. 
Scrymgeour may have been mistaken, but he meant 
well and kindly.' 

' Thank you for speaking,' returned the Dictator. 
' You remind me of some other observations which I 
hold it a point of honour to make to Mr. Scrymgeour. 
My brother,' he continued, addressing the young 
man, ' has been foolish enough to give you an allow- 
ance ; he was foolish enough and presumptuous 
enough to propose a match between you and this 
young lady. You were exhibited to her two nights 
ago ; and I rejoice to tell you that she rejected the 
idea with disgust. Let me add that I have consider- 
able influence with your father ; and it shall not be 
my fault if you are not beggared of your allowance 
and sent back to your scrivening ere the week be 
out.' 

The tones of the old man's voice were, if possible, 
more wounding than his language ; Francis felt him- 
self exposed to the most cruel, blighting, and un- 
bearable contempt ; his head turned, and he covered 
his face with his hands, uttering at the same time a 
tearless sob of agony. But Miss Vandeleur once 
again interfered in his behalf. 

' Mr. Scrymgeour,' she said, speaking in clear 
and even tones, ' you must not be concerned at my 
father's harsh expressions. I felt no disgust for you ; 
on the contrary, I asked an opportunity to make 
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your better acquaintance. As for what has passed 
to-night, believe me it has filled my mind with both 
pity and esteem.' 

Just then Mr. Holies made a convulsive move- 
ment with his arm, which convinced Francis that 
he was only drugged, and was beginning to throw 
off the influence of the opiate. Mr. Vandeleur 
stooped over him and examined his face for an 
instant. 

' Come, come ! ' cried he, raising his head. ' Let 
there be an end of this. And since you are so 
pleased with his conduct, Miss Vandeleur, take a 
candle and show the bastard out.' 

The young lady hastened to obey. 

' Thank you,' said Francis, as soon as he was 
alone with her in the garden. 'I thank you from 
my soul. This has been the bitterest evening of my 
life, but it will have always one pleasant recollection.' 

' I spoke as I felt,' she replied, ' and in justice 
to you. It made my heart sorry that you should be 
eo unkindly used.' 

By this time they had reached the garden gate ; 
and Miss Vandeleur, having set the candle on the 
ground, was already unfastening the bolts. 

' One word more,' said Francis. ' This is not for 
the last time — I shall see you again, shall I not ? ' 

' Alas ! ' she answered. ' You have heard my 
father. What can I do but obey ? ' 

' Tell me at least that it is not with your con- 
sent,' returned Francis ; ' tell me that you have no 
wish to see the last of me.' 

' Indeed,' replied she, ' I have none. You seem 
to me both brave and honest.' 

' Then,' said Francis, ' give me a keepsake.' 

She paused for a moment, with her hand upon 
the key ; for the various bars and bolts were all un- 
done, and there was nothing left but to open the 
lock. 
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' If I agree,' she said, ' will you promise to do as 
I tell you from point to point ? ' 

' Can you ask ? ' replied Francis. ' I would do 
so willingly on your bare word.' 

She turned the key and threw open the door. 

' Be it so,' said she. ' You do not know what 
you ask, but be it so. Whatever you hear,' she con- 
tinued, ' whatever happens, do not return to this 
house ; hurry fast until you reach the lighted and 
populous quarters of the city ; even there be upon 
your guard. You are in a greater danger than 
you fancy. Promise me you will not so much as 
look at my keepsake until you are in a place of 
safety/ 

' I promise,' replied Francis, 

She put something loosely wrapped in a hand- 
kerchief into the young man's hand; and at the 
same time, with more strength than he could have 
anticipated, she pushed him into the street. 

1 Now, run ! ' she cried. 

He heard the door close behind him, and the 
noise of the bolts being replaced. 

' My faith,' said he, ' since I have promised ! ' 

And he took to his heels down the lane that 
leads into the Eue Eavignan. 

He was not fifty paces from the house with the 
green blinds when the most diabolical outcry sud- 
denly arose out of the stillness of the night. Me- 
chanically he stood still ; another passenger followed 
his example ; in the neighbouring floors he saw 
people crowding to the windows ; a conflagration 
could not have produced more disturbance in this 
empty quarter. And yet it seemed to be all the 
work of a single man, roaring between grief and 
rage, like a lioness robbed of her whelps ; and Francis 
was surprised and alarmed to hear his own name 
shouted with English imprecations to the wind. 

His first movement was to return to the house ; 

M 
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his second, as be remembered Miss Vandeleur's 
advice, to continue bis flight with greater expedition 
than before ; and be was in the act of turning to 
put bis thought in action, when the Dictator, bare- 
beaded, bawling aloud, his white hair blowing about 
his head, shot past him like a ball out of the cannon's 
mouth, and went careering down the street. 

' That was a close shave,' thought Francis to 
himself. ' "What he wants with me, and why he 
should be so disturbed, I cannot think ; but he is 
plainly not good company for the moment, and I 
cannot do better than follow Miss Vandeleur's 
advice.' 

So saying, he turned to retrace bis steps, think- 
ing to double and descend by the Eue Lepic itself 
while his pursuer should continue to follow after him 
on the other line of street. The plan was ill- 
devised : as a matter of fact, he should have taken 
his seat in the nearest cafe, and waited there until 
the first heat of the pursuit was over. But besides 
that Francis bad no experience and little natural 
aptitude for the small war of private life, he was so 
unconscious of any evil on his part, that he saw 
nothing to fear beyond a disagreeable interview. 
And to disagreeable interviews be felt he had 
already served his apprenticeship that evening ; nor 
could he suppose that Miss Vandeleur had left 
anything unsaid. Indeed, the young man was sore 
both in body and mind — the one was all bruised, 
the other was full of smarting arrows ; and he 
owned to himself that Mr. Vandeleur was master of 
a very deadly tongue. 

The thought of his bruises reminded him that 
he had not only come without a hat, but that his 
clothes had considerably suffered in his descent 
through the chestnut. At the first magazine he 
purchased a cheap wideawake, and bad the disorder 
of his toilet summarily repaired. The keepsake, 
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still rolled in the handkerchief, he thrust in the 
meanwhile into his trousers pocket. 

Not many steps beyond the shop he was con- 
scious of a sudden shock, a hand upon his throat, an 
infuriated face close to his own, and an open mouth 
bawling curses in his ear. The Dictator, having 
found no trace of his quarry, was returning by the 
other way. Francis was a stalwart young fellow ; 
but he was no match for his adversary whether in 
strength or skill ; and after a few ineffectual strug- 
gles he resigned himself entirely to his captor. 

' What do you want with me ? ' said he. 

' We will talk of that at home,' returned the 
Dictator, grimly. 

And he continued to march the young man up 
hill in the direction of the house with the green 
blinds. 

But Francis, although he no longer struggled, 
was only waiting an opportunity to make a bold 
push for freedom. With a sudden jerk he left the 
collar of his coat in the hands of Mr. Vandeleur, and 
once more made off at his best speed in the direction 
of the Boulevards. 

The tables were now turned. If the Dictator 
was the stronger, Francis, in the top of his youth, was 
the more fleet of foot, and he had soon effected his 
escape among the crowds. Eelieved for a moment, but 
with a growing sentiment of alarm and wonder in 
his mind, he walked briskly until he debouched 
upon the Place de l'Opera, lit up like day with 
electric lamps. 

' This, at least,' thought he, ' should satisfy Miss 
Vandeleur.' 

And turning to his right along the Boulevards, 
he entered the Cafe Americain and ordered some 
beer. It was both late and early for the majority 
of the frequenters of the establishment. Only two 
or three persons, all men, were dotted here and 
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there at separate tables in the hall ; and Francis 
was too much occupied by his own thoughts to 
observe their presence. 

He drew the handkerchief from his pocket. The 
object wrapped in it proved to be a morocco case, 
clasped and ornamented in gilt, which opened by 
means of a spring, and disclosed to the horrified 
young man a diamond of monstrous bigness and 
extraordinary brilliancy. The circumstance was so 
inexplicable, the value of the stone was plainly so 
enormous, that Francis sat staring into the open 
casket without movement, without conscious thought, 
like a man stricken suddenly with idiocy. 

A hand was laid upon his shoulder, lightly but 
firmly, and a quiet voice, which yet had in it the 
ring of command, uttered these words in his ear — 

' Close the casket, and compose your face.' 

Looking up, he beheld a man, still young, of 
an urbane and tranquil presence, and dressed with 
rich simplicity. This personage had risen from a 
neighbouring table, and, bringing his glass with him, 
had taken a seat beside Francis. 

' Close the casket,' repeated the stranger, ' and 
put it quietly back into your pocket, where I fee] 
persuaded it should never have been. Try, if you 
please, to throw off your bewildered air, and act as 
though I were one of your acquaintances whom 
you had met by chance. So ! Touch glasses with me. 
That is better. I fear, sir, you must be an amateur.' 

And the stranger pronounced these last words 
with a smile of peculiar meaning, leaned back in 
his seat and enjoyed a deep inhalation of tobacco. 

' For God's sake,' said Francis, ' tell me who 
you are and what this means ? Why I should obey 
your most unusual suggestions I am sure I know 
not ; but the truth is, I have fallen this evening 
into so many perplexing adventures, and all I meet 
conduct themselves so strangely, that I think I 
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must either have gone mad or wandered into another 
planet. Your face inspires me with confidence ; 
you seem wise, good, and experienced ; tell me, for 
heaven's sake, why you accost me in so odd a 
fashion ? ' 

' All in due time,' replied the stranger. * But 
I have the first hand, and you must begin by tell- 
ing me how the Eajah's Diamond is in your pos- 
session.' 

' The Eajah's Diamond ! ' echoed Francis. 

' I would not speak so loud, if I were you,' re- 
turned the other. ' But most certainly you have the 
Eajah's Diamond in your pocket. I have seen and 
handled it a score of times in Sir Thomas Vandeleur's 
collection.' 

' Sir Thomas Vandeleur ! The General I My 
father ! ' cried Francis. 

' Your father ? ' repeated the stranger. ' I was 
not aware the General had any family.' 

' I am illegitimate, sir,' replied Francis, with a 
flush. 

The other bowed with gravity. It was a respect- 
ful bow, as of a man silently apologising to his 
equal ; and Francis felt relieved and comforted, he 
scarce knew why. The society of this person did 
him good ; he seemed to touch firm ground ; a 
strong feeling of respect grew up in his bosom, and 
mechanically he removed his wide-awake as though 
in the presence of a superior. 

' I perceive,' said the stranger, ' that your adven- 
tures have not all been peaceful. Your collar is 
torn, your face is scratched, you have a cut upon 
your temple ; you will, perhaps, pardon my curiosity 
when I ask you to explain how you came by these 
injuries, and how you happen to have stolen pro- 
perty to an enormous value in your pocket.' 

' I must differ from you ! ' returned Francis, 
hotly. ' I possess no stolen property. And if you 
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refer to the diamond, it was given to me not an 
hour ago by Miss Yandeleur in the Eue Lepic' 

' By Miss Vandeleur of the Eue Lepic ! ' repeated 
the other. ' You interest me more than you suppose. 
Pray continue.' 

* Heavens ' ' cried Francis. 

His memory had made a sudden bound. He had 
seen Mr. Vandeleur take an article from the "breast 
of his drugged visitor, and that article, he was now 
persuaded, was a morocco case. 

' You have a light ? ' inquired the stranger. 

' Listen,' replied Francis. ' I know not who 
you are, but I believe you to be worthy of confidence 
and helpful ; I find myself in strange waters ; I 
must have counsel and support, and since you invite 
me I shall tell you all.' 

And he briefly recounted his experiences since 
the day when he was summoned from the bank by 
his lawyer. 

i Yours is indeed a remarkable history,' said the 
stranger, after the young man had made an end 
of his narrative ; ' and your position is full of 
difficulty and peril. Many would counsel you to 
seek out your father, and give the diamond to him ; 
but I have other views. Waiter " ; he cried. 

The waiter drew near. 

' Will you ask the manager to speak with me a 
moment ? ' said he ; and Francis observed once 
more, both in his tone and manner, the evidence of 
a habit of command. 

The waiter withdrew, and returned in a moment 
with the manager, who bowed with obsequious 
respect. 

' What,' said he. ' can I do to serve vou ? ' 

' Have the goodness,' replied the stranger, indi- 
cating Francis, ' to tell this gentleman my name.' 

' You have the honour, sir,' said the func- 
tionary, addressing young Scrymgeour, ' to occupy 
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the same table with His Highness Prince Florizel of 
Bohemia.' 

Francis rose with precipitation, and made a 
grateful reverence to the Prince, who bade him 
resume his seat. 

1 1 thank you,' said Florizel, once more address- 
ing the functionary ; ' I am sorry to have deranged 
you for so small a matter.' 

And he dismissed him with a movement of his 
hand. 

' And now,' added the Prince, turning to Francis, 
' give me the diamond.' 

Without a word the casket was handed over. 

' You have done right,' said Florizel ; ' your 
sentiments have properly inspired you, and you 
will live to be grateful for the misfortunes of to- 
night. A man, Mr. Scrymgeour, may fall into a 
thousand perplexities, but if his heart be upright 
and his intelligence unclouded, he will issue from 
them all without dishonour. Let your mind be at 
rest ; your affairs are in my hand ; and with the aid 
of heaven I am strong enough to bring them to a 
good end. Follow me, if you please, to my carriage.' 

So saying the Prince arose and, having left a 
piece of gold for the waiter, conducted the young 
man from the cafe and along the Boulevard to 
where an unpretentious brougham and a couple of 
servants out of livery awaited his arrival. 

' This carriage,' said he, ' is at your disposal ; 
collect your baggage as rapidly as you can make it 
convenient, and my servants will conduct you to a 
villa in the neighbourhood of Paris where you can 
wait in some degree of comfort until I have had 
time to arrange your situation. You will find there 
a pleasant garden, a library of good authors, a cook, 
a cellar, and some good cigars, which I recommend 
to your attention. Jerome,' he added, turning to 
one of the servants, ' you have heard what I say ; I 
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leave Mr. Scrymgeour in your charge ; you will, 
I know, be careful of my friend.' 

Francis uttered some broken phrases of gratitude. 

' It will be time enough to thank me,' said the 
Prince, ' when you are acknowledged by your father 
and married to Miss Vandeleur.' 

And with that the Prince turned away and 
strolled leisurely in the direction of Montmartre. He 
hailed the first passing cab, gave an address, and a 
quarter of an hour afterwards, having discharged 
the driver some distance lower, he was knocking at 
Mr. Vandeleur's garden gate. 

It was opened with singular precautions by the 
Dictator in person. 

' Who are you ? ' he demanded. 

' You must pardon me this late visit, Mr. Vande- 
leur,' replied the Prince. 

'Your Highness is always welcome,' returned 
Mr. Vandeleur, stepping back. 

The Prince profited by the open space, and with- 
out waiting for his host walked right into the house 
and opened the door of the salon. Two people 
were seated there ; one was Miss Vandeleur, who 
bore the marks of weeping about her eyes, and was 
still shaken from time to time by a sob ; in the 
other the Prince recognised the young man who had 
consulted him on literary matters about a month 
before, in a club smoking-room. 

' Grood evening, Miss Vandeleur,' said Florizel ; 
'you look fatigued. Mr. Eolles, I believe? I hope 
you have profited by the study of Graboriau, Mr. 
Eolles.' 

But the young clergyman's temper was too much 
embittered for speech ; and he contented himself 
with bowing stiffly, and continued to gnaw his lip. 

' To what good wind,' said Mr. Vandeleur, fol- 
lowing his guest, 'ami to attribute the honour of 
your Highness's presence ? ' 
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* I am come on business,' returned the Prince ; 
• on business with you ; as soon as that is settled I 
shall request Mr. Holies to accompany me for a walk. 
Mr. Eolles,' he added, with severity, ' let me remind 
you that I have not yet sat down.' 

The clergyman sprang to his feet with an 
apology ; whereupon the Prince took an arm-chair 
beside the table, handed his hat to Mr. Vande- 
leur, his cane to Mr. Eolles, and, leaving them 
Etanding and thus menially employed upon his 
service, spoke as follows : — 

' I have come here, as I said, upon business ; 
but, had I come looking for pleasure, I could not 
have been more displeased with my reception nor 
more dissatisfied with my company. You, sir,' 
addressing Mr. Eolles, 'you have treated your 
superior in station with discourtesy; you, Vande- 
leur, receive me with a smile, but you know right 
well that your hands are not yet cleansed from mis- 
conduct. I do not desire to be interrupted, sir,' 
he added, imperiously ; ' I am here to speak, and 
not to listen ; and I have to ask you to hear me 
with respect, and to obey punctiliously. At the 
earliest possible date your daughter shall be married 
at the Embassy to my friend, Francis Scrymgeour, 
your brother's acknowledged son. You will oblige 
me by offering not less than ten thousand pounds 
dowry. For yourself, I will indicate to you in 
writing a mission of some importance in Siam which 
I destine to your care. And now, sir, you will 
answer me in two words whether or not you agree 
to these conditions.' 

' Your Highness will pardon me,' said Mr. Vande- 
leur, ' and permit me, with all respect, to submit to 
him two queries ? ' 

' The permission is granted,' replied the Prince. 

' Your Highness,' resumed the Dictator, ' has 
called Mr. Scrymgeour his friend. Believe me, had 
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I known he was thus honoured, I should have treated 
him with proportional respect.' 

' You interrogate adroitly,' said the Prince ; ' but 
it will not serve your turn. You have my commands ; 
if I had never seen that gentleman before to-night, 
it would not render them less absolute.' 

' Your Highness interprets my meaning with his 
usual subtlety,' returned Vandeleur. ' Once more ; 
I have, unfortunately, put the police upon the track 
of Mr. Scrymgeour on a charge of theft ; am I to 
withdraw or to uphold the accusation ? ' 

' You will please yourself,' replied Florizel. ' The 
question is one between your conscience and the 
laws of this land. Give me my hat ; and you, Mr. 
Eolles, give me my cane and follow me. Miss 
Vandeleur, I wish you good evening. I judge,' he 
added to Vandeleur, ' that your silence means un- 
qualified assent.' 

' If I can do no better,' replied the old man, ' I 
shall submit ; but I warn you openly it shall not be 
without a struggle.' 

' You are old,' said the Prince ; ' but years are 
disgraceful to the wicked. Your age is more un- 
wise than the youth of others. Do not provoke me, 
or you may find me harder than you dream. This 
is the first time that I have fallen across your path 
in anger ; take care that it be the last.' 

With these words, motioning the clergyman to 
follow, Florizel left the apartment and directed his 
steps towards the garden-gate ; and the Dictator, 
following with a candle, gave them light, and once 
more undid the elaborate fastenings with which he 
sought to protect himself from intrusion. 

' Your daughter is no longer present,' said the 
Prince, turning on the threshold. ' Let me tell you 
that I understand your threats ; and you have only 
to lift your hand to bring upon yourself sudden and 
irremediable ruin.' 
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The Dictator made no reply ; but as the Prince 
turned his back upon him in the lamplight he made 
a gesture full of menace and insane fury ; and the 
next moment, slipping round a corner, he was run- 
ning at full speed for the nearest cab-stand. 

{Here, says my Arabian, the thread of events is 
finally diverted from The House with the G-reen 
Blinds. One more adventure, he adds, and we. 
have done with The Kajah's Diamond. That last 
link in the chain is known among the inhabitants 
of Bagdad by the name of The Adventure of 
Prince Florizel and a Detective.) 



THE ADVENTURE OF PRINCE FLORIZEL 
AND A DETECTIVE. 

Prince Florizel walked with Mr. Eolles to the 
door of a small hotel where the latter resided. They 
spoke much together, and the clergyman was more 
than once affected to tears by the mingled severity 
and tenderness of Florizel's reproaches. 

' I have made ruin of my life,' he said at last. 
* Help me ; tell me what I am to do ; I have, alas ! 
neither the virtues of a priest nor the dexterity of a 
rogue.' 

' Now that you are humbled,' said the Prince, ' I 
command no longer ; the repentant have to do with 
God and not with princes. But if you will let me 
advise you, go to Australia as a colonist, seek menial 
labour in the open air, and try to forget that you 
have ever been a clergyman, or that you ever set eyes 
on that accursed stone.' 

'Accurst indeed ! ' replied Mr. Eolles. ' Where is 
it now ? What further hurt is it not working for 
mankind ? ' 
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' It will do no more evil,' returned the Prince. ' It 
is here in my pocket. And this,' he added, kindly, 
' will show that I place some faith in your penitence, 
young as it is.' 

'Suffer me to touch your hand,' pleaded Mr. 
Eolles. 

' No,' replied Prince Florizel, ' not yet.' 

The tone in which he uttered these last words was 
eloquent in the ears of the young clergyman ; and for 
some minutes after the Prince had turned away he 
stood on the threshold following with his eyes the 
retreating figure and invoking the blessing of heaven 
upon a man so excellent in counsel. 

For several hours the Prince walked alone in 
unfrequented streets. His mind was full of concern ; 
what to do with the diamond, whether to return it to 
its owner, whom he judged unworthy of this rare 
possession, or to take some sweeping and courageous 
measure and put it out of the reach of all mankind 
at once and for ever, was a problem too grave to be 
decided in a moment. The manner in which it had 
come into his hands appeared manifestly providential; 
and as he took out the jewel and looked at it under 
the street lamps, its size and surprising brilliancy 
inclined him more and more to think of it as of an 
unmixed and dangerous evil for the world. 

' Grod help me ! ' he thought ; ' if I look at it 
much oftener I shall begin to grow covetous myself.' 

At last, though still uncertain in his mind, he 
turned his steps towards the small but elegant man- 
sion on the riverside which had belonged for centuries 
to his royal family. The arms of Bohemia are deeply 
graved over the door and upon the tall chimneys ; 
passengers have a look into a green court set with 
the most costly flowers, and a stork, the only one in 
Paris, perches on the gable all day long and keeps a 
crowd before the house. Grave servants are seen 
passing to and fro within ; and from time to time 
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the great gate is thrown open and a carriage rolls 
below the arch. For many reasons this residence 
was especially dear to the heart of Prince Florizel ; 
he never drew near to it without enjoying that senti- 
ment of home-corning so rare in the lives of the 
great ; and on the present evening he beheld its tall 
roof and mildly illuminated windows with unfeigned 
relief and satisfaction. 

As he was approaching the postern door by which 
he always entered when alone, a man stepped forth 
from the shadow and presented himself with an 
obeisance in the Prince's path. 

' I have the honour of addressing Prince Florizel 
of Bohemia ? ' said he. 

k Such is my title,' replied the Prince. ' "What 
do you want with me ? ' 

'I am," said the man, ' a detective, and I have to 
present vour Highness with this billet from the 
Prefect of Police.' 

The Prince took the letter and glanced it through 
by the light of the street lamp. It was highly 
apologetic, but requested him to follow the bearer to 
the Prefecture without delay. 

' In short,' said Florizel, ' I am arrested.' 

* Your Highness,' replied the officer, ' nothing, I 
am certain, coidd be further from the intention of 
the Prefect. You will observe that he lias not 
granted a warrant. It is mere formality, or call it, 
if you prefer, an obligation that your Highness lays 
on the authorities.' 

' At the same time," asked the Prince, ' if I were 
to refuse to follow you ? ' 

' I will not conceal from your Highness that a 
considerable discretion has been granted me,' replied 
the detective with a bow. 

' Upon my word," cried Florizel, ' your effrontery 
astounds me ! Yourself, as an agent, I must pardon ; 
but your superiors shall dearly smart for their mis- 
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conduct. What, have you any idea, is the cause of 
this impolitic and unconstitutional act ? You will 
observe that I have as yet neither refused nor 
consented, and much may depend on your prompt 
and ingenuous answer. Let me remind you, officer, 
that this is an affair of some gravity.' 

' Your Highness,' said the detective humbly, 
' General Vandeleur and his brother have had the 
incredible presumption to accuse you of theft. The 
famous diamond, they declare, is in your hands. A 
word from you in denial will most amply satisfy the 
Prefect ; nay, I go farther : if your Highness would 
so far honour a subaltern as to declare his ignorance 
of the matter even to myself, I should ask permission 
to retire upon the spot.' 

Florizel, up to the last moment, had regarded 
his adventure in the light of a trifle, only serious 
upon international considerations. At the name of 
Vandeleur the horrible truth broke upon him in a 
moment ; he was not only arrested, but he was guilty. 
This was not only an annoying incident — it was a 
peril to his honour. What was he to say ? What 
was he to do ? The Eajah's Diamond was indeed an 
accursed stone ; and it seemed as if he were to be the 
last victim to its influence. 

One thing was certain. He could not give the 
required assurance to the detective. He must gain 
time. 

His hesitation had not lasted a second. 

' Be it so,' said he, ' let us walk together to the 
Prefecture.' 

The man once more bowed, and proceeded to follow 
Florizel at a respectful distance in the rear. 

' Approach,' said the Prince. ' I am in a humour 
to talk, and, if I mistake not, now I look at you 
again, this is not the first time that we have 
met.' 

' I count it an honour,' replied the officer, ' that 
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vour Highness should recollect my face. It is eight 
years since I had the pleasure of an interview.' 

' To remember faces,' returned Florizel, 'is as much 
a part of my profession as it is of yours. Indeed, rightly 
looked upon, a Prince and a detective serve in the 
same corps. We are both combatants against crime ; 
only mine is the more lucrative and yours the more 
dangerous rank, and there is a sense in which both 
may be made equally honourable to a good man. I 
had rather, strange as you may think it, be a detec- 
tive of character and parts than a weak and ignoble 
sovereign.' 

The officer was overwhelmed. 

' Your Highness returns good for evil,' said he. 
' To an act of presumption he replies by the most 
amiable condescension.' 

' How do you know,' replied Florizel, ' that I am 
not seeking to corrupt you ? ' 

' Heaven preserve me from the temptation ! ' cried 
the detective. 

' I applaud your answer,' returned the Prince. 
* It is that of a wise and honest man. The world is 
a great place and stocked with wealth and beauty, 
and there is no limit to the rewards that may be 
offered. Such an one who would refuse a million of 
money may sell his honour for an empire or the love 
of a woman ; and I myself, who speak to you, have 
seen occasions so tempting, provocations so irresistible 
to the strength of human virtue, that I have been 
glad to tread in your steps and recommend myself to 
the grace of Grod. It is thus, thanks to that modest 
and becoming habit alone,' he added, ' that you and I 
can walk this town together with untarnished hearts.' 

' I had always heard that you were brave,' replied 
the officer, ' but I was not aware that you were wise 
and pious. You speak the truth, and you speak it 
with an accent that moves me to the heart. This 
world is indeed a place of trial.' 
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' We are now,' said Florizel, ' in the middle of the 
bridge. Lean your elbows on the parapet and look 
over. As the water rushing below, so the passions 
and complications of life carry away the honesty of 
weak men. Let me tell you a story.' 

' I receive your Highness's commands,' replied the 
man. 

And, imitating the Prince, he leaned against the 
parapet, and disposed himself to listen. The city was 
already sunk in slumber ; had it not been for the 
infinity of lights and the outline of buildings on the 
starry sky, they might have been alone beside some 
country river. 

'An officer,' began Prince Florizel, 'a man of 
courage and conduct, who had already risen by merit 
to an eminent rank, and won not only admiration but 
respect, visited, in an unfortunate hour for his peace 
of mind, the collections of an Indian Prince. Here 
he beheld a diamond so extraordinary for size and 
beauty that from that instant he had only one desire 
in life : honour, reputation, friendship, the love of 
country, he was ready to sacrifice all for this lamp of 
sparkling crystal. For three years he served this 
semi-barbarian potentate as Jacob served Laban ; he 
falsified frontiers, he connived at murders, he unjustly 
condemned and executed a brother-officer who had 
the misfortune to displease the Rajah by some honest 
freedoms ; lastly, at a time of great danger to his 
native land, he betrayed a body of his fellow-soldiers, 
and suffered them to be defeated and massacred by 
thousands. In the end, he had amassed a magnificent 
fortune, and brought home with him the coveted 
diamond. 

' Years passed,' continued the Prince, ' and at 
length the diamond is accidentally lost. It falls into 
the hands of a simple and laborious youth, a student, 
a minister of Grod, just entering on a career of useful- 
ness and even distinction. Upon him also the spell 
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is cast ; he deserts everything, his holy calling, his 
studies, and flees with the gem into a foreign country. 
The officer has a brother, an astute, daring, un- 
scrupulous man, who learns the clergyman's secret. 
"What does he do ? Tell his brother, inform the police ? 
No ; upon this man also the Satanic charm has 
fallen ; he must have the stone for himself. At th® 
risk of murder, he drugs the young priest and seizes 
the prey. And now, by an accident which is not 
important to my moral, the jewel passes out of his 
custody into that of another, who, terrified at what 
he sees, gives it into the keeping of a man in high 
station and above reproach. 

' The officer's name is Thomas Vandeleur,' con- 
tinued Florizel. ' The stone is called the Eajah's 
Diamond. And ' — suddenly opening his hand — ' you 
behold it here before your eyes.' 

The officer started back with a cry. 

' "We have spoken of corruption,' said the Prince. 
* To me this nugget of bright crystal is as loathsome 
as though it were crawling with the worms of death ; 
it is as shocking as though it were compacted out of 
innocent blood. I see it here in my hand, and I 
know it is shining with hell-fire. I have told you 
but a hundredth part of its story ; what passed in 
former ages, to what crimes and treacheries it incited 
men of yore, the imagination trembles to conceive ; 
for years and years it has faithfully served the powers 
of hell ; enough, I say, of blood, enough of disgrace, 
enough of broken lives and friendships ; all things 
come to an end, the evil like the good ; pestilence as 
well as beautiful music ; and as for this diamond, 
God forgive me if I do wrong, but its empire ends 
to-night.' 

The Prince made a sudden movement with his 
hand, and the jewel, describing an arc of light, dived 
with a splash into the flowing river. 
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' Amen,' said Florizel, with gravity. ' I have 
slain a cockatrice ! ' 

' Grod pardon me ! ' cried the detective. ' What 
have you done ? I am a ruined man.' 

' I think,' returned the Prince with a smile, ' that 
many well-to-do people in this city might envy you 
your ruin.' 

' Alas ! your Highness ! ' said the officer, ' and you 
corrupt me after all ? ' 

* It seems there was no help for it,' replied Florizel. 
' And now let us go forward to the Prefecture.' 

Not long after, the marriage of Francis Scrymgeour 
and Miss Vandeleur was celebrated in great privacy ; 
and the Prince acted on that occasion as groom's man. 
The two Vandeleurs surprised some rumour of what 
had happened to the diamond ; and their vast diving 
operations on the Eiver Seine are the wonder and 
amusement of the idle. It is true that through some 
miscalculation they have chosen the wrong branch of 
the river. As for the Prince, that sublime person, 
having now served his turn, may go, along with the 
Arabian Author, topsy-turvy into space. But if 
the reader insists on more specific information, I am 
happy to say that a recent revolution hurled him 
from the throne of Bohemia, in consequence of his 
continued absence and edifying neglect of public 
business ; and that his Highness now keeps a cigar 
store in Eupert Street, much frequented by other 
foreign refugees. I go there from time to time to 
smoke and have a chat, and find him as great a 
creature as in the days of his prosperity ; he has an 
Olympian air behind the counter ; and although a 
sedentary life is beginning to tell upon his waistcoat, 
he is probably, take him for all in all, the handsomest 
tobacconist in. -London. 



THE PA VI LION ON THE LINKS. 



CHAPTER I. 

TELLS HOW I CAMPED IN GRADEN SEA-WOOD, AND 
BEHELD A LIGHT IN THE PAVILION. 

I was a great solitary when I was young. I made 
it my pride to keep aloof and suffice for my 
own entertainment ; and I may say that I had 
neither friends nor acquaintances until I met that 
friend who became my wife and the mother of my 
children. With one man only was I on private 
terms ; this was E. Northmour, Esquire, of Graden 
Easter, in Scotland. We had met at college ; and 
though there was not much liking between us, nor 
even much intimacy, we were so nearly of a humour 
that we could associate with ease to both. Misan- 
thropes, we believed ourselves to be ; but I have 
thought since that we were only sulky fellows. It 
was scarcely a companionship, but a coexistence in 
unsociability. Northmour's exceptional violence of 
temper made it no easy affair for him to keep the 
peace with anyone but me ; and as he respected my 
silent ways, and let me come and go as I pleased, I 
could tolerate his presence without concern. I think 
we called each other friends. 

When Northmour took his degree and I decided 
to leave the university without one, he invited me 
on a long visit to Graden Easter ; and it was thus 
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that I first became acquainted with the scene of my 
adventures. The mansion house of Graden stood in 
a bleak stretch of country some three miles from the 
shore of the German Ocean. It was as large as a 
barrack ; and as it had been built of a soft stone, 
liable to consume in the eager air of the seaside, 
it was damp and draughty within and half ruinous 
without. It was impossible for two young men to 
lodge with comfort in such a dwelling. But there 
stood in the northern part of the estate, in a wilder- 
ness of links and blowing sand-hills, and between a 
plantation and the sea, a small Pavilion or Belvidere, 
of modern design, which was exactly suited to our 
wants ; and in this hermitage, speaking little, read- 
ing much, and rarely associating except at meals, 
Northmour and I spent four tempestuous winter 
months. I might have stayed longer ; but one 
March night there sprang up between us a dispute, 
which rendered my departure necessary. Northmour 
spoke hotly, I remember, and I suppose I must have 
made some tart rejoinder. He leaped from his chair 
and grappled me ; I had to fight, without exaggera- 
tion, for my life ; and it was only with a great effort 
that I mastered him, for he was near as strong in 
body as myself, and seemed filled with the devil. 
The next morning, we met on our usual terms ; but 
I judged it more delicate to withdraw ; nor did he 
attempt to dissuade me. 

It was nine years before I revisited the neigh- 
bourhood. I travelled at that time with a tilt cart, 
a tent, and a cooking-stove, tramping all day beside 
the waggon, and at night, whenever it was possible, 
gipsying in a cove of the hills, or by the side of a 
wood. I believe I visited in this manner most of 
the wild and desolate regions both in England and 
Scotland ; and, as I had neither friends nor relations, 
I was troubled with no correspondence, and had 
nothing in the nature of head-quarters, unless it was 
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the office of my solicitors, from whom I drew my 
income twice a year. It was a life in which I 
delighted ; and I fully thought to have grown old 
upon the march, and at last died in a ditch. 

It was my whole business to find desolate 
corners, where I could camp without the fear of 
interruption ; and hence, being in another part of 
the same shire, I bethought me suddenly of the 
Pavilion on the Links. No thoroughfare passed 
within three miles of it. The nearest town, and 
that was but a fisher village, was at a distance of six 
or seven. For ten miles of length, and from a 
depth varying from three miles to half a mile, this 
belt of barren country lay along the sea. The 
beach, which was the natural approach, was full of 
quicksands. Indeed I may say there is hardly a 
better place of concealment in the United King- 
dom. I determined to pass a week in the Sea- 
AYood of Graden-Easter, and making a long stage, 
reached it about sundown on a wild September 
day. 

The country, I have said, was mixed sand-hill 
and links ; links being a Scottish name for sand 
which has ceased drifting and become more or less 
solidly covered with turf. The pavilion stood on an 
even space ; a little behind it, the wood began in a 
hedge of elders huddled together by the wind ; in 
front, a few tumbled sand-hills stood between it and 
the sea. An outcropping of rock bad formed a 
bastion for the sand, so that there was here a pro- 
montory in the coast-line between two shallow bays ; 
and just beyond the tides, the rock again cropped 
out and formed an islet of small dimensions but 
strikingly designed. The quicksands were of great 
extent at low water, and had an infamous reputa- 
tion in the country. Close in shore, between the 
islet and the promontory, it was said they would 
swallow a man in four minutes and a half; but there 
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may have been little ground for this precision. The 
district was alive with rabbits, and haunted by gulls 
which made a continual piping about the pavilion. 
On summer days the outlook was bright and even 
gladsome ; but at sundown in September, with a 
high wind, and a heavy surf rolling in close along 
the links, the place told of nothing but dead 
mariners and sea disaster. A ship beating to wind- 
ward on the horizon, and a huge truncheon of wreck 
half buried in the sands at my feet, completed the 
innuendo of the scene. 

The pavilion — it had been built by the last 
proprietor, Northmour's uncle, a silly and prodigal 
virtuoso — presented little signs of age. It was two 
stories in height, Italian in design, surrounded by a 
patch of garden in which nothing had prospered but 
a few coarse flowers ; and looked, with its shuttered 
windows, not like a house that had been deserted, 
but like one that had never been tenanted by man. 
Northmour was plainly from home ; whether, as 
usual, sulking in the cabin of his yacht, or in one of 
his fitful and extravagant appearances in the world 
of society, I had, of course, no means of guessing. 
The place had an air of solitude that daunted even 
a solitary like myself ; the wind cried in the 
chimneys with a strange and wailing note ; and it 
was with a sense of escape, as if I were going 
indoors, that I turned away and, driving my cart 
before me, entered the skirts of the wood. 

The Sea-Wood of Grraden had been planted to 
shelter the cultivated fields behind, and check the 
encroachments of the blowing sand. As you ad- 
vanced into it from coastward, elders were succeeded 
by other hardy shrubs ; but the timber was all 
stunted and bushy ; it led a life of conflict ; the 
trees were accustomed to swing there all night long 
in fierce winter tempests ; and even in early spring, 
the leaves were already flying, and autumn was 
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beginning, in this exposed plantation. Inland the 
ground rose into a little hill, which, along with the 
islet, served as a sailing mark for seamen. When 
the bill was open of the islet to the north, vessels 
must bear well to the eastward to clear Grraden Ness 
and the Graden Bullers. In the lower ground, a 
streamlet ran among the trees, and, being dammed 
with dead leaves and clay of its own carrying, spread 
out every here and there, and lay in stagnant pools. 
One or two ruined cottages were dotted about the 
wood ; and, according to Northmour, these were 
ecclesiastical foundations, and in their time had 
sheltered pious hermits. 

I found a den, or small hollow, where there was 
a spring of pure water ; and there, clearing away the 
brambles, I pitched the tent, and made a fire to cook 
my supper. My horse I picketed farther in the 
wood where there was a patch of sward. The banks 
of the den not only concealed the light of my fire, 
but sheltered me from the wind, which was cold as 
well as high. 

The life I was leading made me both hardy and 
frugal. I never drank but water, and rarely ate 
anything more costly than oatmeal ; and I required 
so little sleep, that, although I rose with the peep of 
day, I would often lie long awake in the dark or 
starry watches of the night. Thus in Grraden Sea- 
Wood, although I fell thankfully asleep by eight in 
the evening I was awake again before eleven with a 
full possession of my faculties, and no sense of 
drowsiness or fatigue. I rose and sat by the fire, 
watching the trees and clouds tumultuously tossing 
and fleeing overhead, and hearkening to the wind and 
the rollers along the shore ; till at length, growing 
weary of inaction, I quitted the den, and strolled 
towards the borders of the wood. A young moon, 
buried in mist, gave a faint illumination to my 
steps ; and the light grew brighter as I walked forth 
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into the links. At the same moment, the wind, 
smelling salt of the open ocean and carrying 
particles of sand, struck me with its full force, so 
that I had to bow my head. 

When I raised it again to look about me, I was 
aware of a light in the pavilion. It was not sta- 
tionary ; but passed from one window to another, as 
though some one were reviewing the different apart- 
ments with a lamp or candle. I watched it for some 
seconds in great surprise. When I had arrived in 
the afternoon the house had been plainly deserted ; 
now it was as plainly occupied. It was my first 
idea that a gang of thieves might have broken in 
and be now ransacking Northmour's cupboards, 
which were many and not ill supplied. But what 
should bring thieves to Graden Easter ? And, 
again, all the shutters had been thrown open, and it 
would have been more in the character of such 
gentry to close them. I dismissed the notion, and 
fell back upon another. Northmour himself must 
have arrived, and was now airing and inspecting the 
pavilion. 

I have said that there was no real affection 
between this man and me ; but, had I loved him 
like a brother, I was then so much more in love with 
Bolitude that I should none the less have shunned 
his company. As it was, I turned and ran for it ; 
and it was with genuine satisfaction that I found 
myself safely back beside the fire. I had escaped an 
acquaintance ; I should have one more night in 
comfort. In the morning, I might either slip away 
before Northmour was abroad, or pay him as short a 
visit as I chose. 

But when morning came, I thought the situ- 
ation so diverting that I forgot my shyness. North- 
mour was at my mercy ; I arranged a good practi- 
cal jest, though I knew well that my neighbour wa8 
not the man to jest with in security ; and, chuckling 
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beforehand over its success, took my place among 
the elders at the edge of the wood, whence I could 
command the door of the pavilion. The shutters 
were all once more closed, which I remember think- 
ing odd ; and the house, with its white walls and 
green Venetians, looked spruce and habitable in the 
morning light. Hour after hour passed, and still 
no sign of Northmour. I knew him for a sluggard 
in the morning ; but, as it drew on towards noon, I 
lost my patience. To say the truth, I had promised 
myself to break my fast in the pavilion, and hunger 
began to prick me sharply. It was a pity to let the 
opportunity go by without some cause for mirth ; 
but the grosser appetite prevailed, and I relinquished 
my jest with regret, and sallied from the wood. 

The appearance of the house affected me, as I 
drew near, with disquietude. It seemed unchanged 
since last evening ; and I had expected it, I scarce 
knew why, to wear some external signs of habitation. 
But no : the windows were all closely shuttered, the 
chimneys breathed no smoke, and the front door 
itself was closely padlocked. Northmour, therefore, 
had entered by the back ; this was the natural, and 
indeed, the necessary conclusion; and you may judge 
of my surprise when, on turning the house, I found 
the back door similarly secured. 

My mind at once reverted to the original theory 
of thieves ; and I blamed myself sharply for my last 
night's inaction. I examined all the windows on 
the lower story, but none of them had been tampered 
with; I tried the padlocks, but they were both 
secure. It thus became a problem how the thieves, 
if thieves they were, had managed to enter the 
house. They must have got, I reasoned, upon the 
roof of the outhouse where Northmour used to keep 
Ms photographic battery ; and from thence, either 
by the window of the study or that of my old bed- 
room, completed their burglarious entry. 
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I followed what I supposed was their example ; 
and, getting on the roof, tried the shutters of each 
room. Both were secure; but I was not to be 
beaten ; and, with a little force, one of them flew 
open, grazing, as it did so, the back of my hand. 
I remember, I put the wound to my mouth, and 
stood for perhaps half a minute licking it like a dog, 
and mechanically gazing behind me over the waste 
links and the sea ; and, in that space of time, my 
eye made note of a large schooner yacht some miles 
to the north-east. Then I threw up the window and 
climbed in. 

I went over the house, and nothing can express 
my mystification. There was no sign of disorder, 
but, on the contrary, the rooms were unusually clean 
and pleasant. I found fires laid, ready for lighting ; 
three bedrooms prepared with a luxury quite foreign 
to Northmour's habits, and with water in the ewers 
and the beds turned down ; a table set for three in 
the dining-room ; and an ample supply of cold meats, 
game, and vegetables on the pantry shelves. There 
were guests expected, that was plain ; but why 
guests, when Northmour hated society ? And, above 
all, why was the house thus stealthily prepared at 
dead of night ? and why were the shutters closed and 
the doors padlocked ? 

I effaced all traces of my visit, and came forth 
from the window feeling sobered and concerned. 

The schooner yacht was still in the same place ; 
and it flashed for a moment through my mind that 
this might be the Red Earl bringing the owner of 
the pavilion and his guests. But the vessel's head 
was set the other way. 



THE PAVILION ON THE LINKS. 187 

CHAPTER II. 

rELLS OF TIIE NOCTURNAL LANDING FItOM TUB YACHT. 

I returned to the den to cook myself a meal, of 
which I stood in great need, as well as to care for 
my horse, whom I had somewhat neglected in the 
morning:. From time to time I went down to the 
edge of the wood ; but there was no change in the 
pavilion, and not a human creature was seen all day 
upon the Links. The schooner in the offing was the 
one touch of life within my range of vision. She, 
apparently with no set object, stood off and on or lay 
to, hour after hour ; but as the evening deepened, 
she drew steadily nearer. I became more convinced 
that she carried Northmour and his friends, and that 
they would probably come ashore after dark ; not 
only because that was of a piece with the secresy of 
the preparations, but because the tide would not 
have flowed sufficiently before eleven to cover 
Grraden Floe and the other sea quags that fortified 
the shore against invaders. 

All day the wind had been going down, and the 
sea along with it; but there was a return towards 
sunset of the heavy weather of the day before. The 
night set in pitch dark. The wind came off the sea 
in squalls, like the firing of a battery of cannon ; now 
and then there was a flaw of rain, and the surf rolled 
heavier with the rising tide. I was down at my 
observatory among the elders, when a light was run 
up to the masthead of the schooner, and showed she 
was closer in than when I had last seen her by 
the dying daylight. I concluded that this must be 
a signal to Northmour's associates on shore ; and, 
stepping forth into the links, looked around me for 
something in response. 
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A small footpath ran along the margin of the 
wood, and formed the most direct communication 
between the pavilion and the mansion-house ; and, 
as I cast my eyes to that side, I saw a spark of light, 
not a quarter of a mile away, and rapidly approach- 
ing. From its uneven course it appeared to be the 
light of a lantern carried by a person who followed 
the windings of the path, and was often staggered 
and taken aback by the more violent squalls. I 
concealed myself once more among the elders, and 
waited eagerly for the new comer's advance. It 
proved to be a woman ; and, as she passed within 
half a rod of my ambush, I was able to recognise 
the features. The deaf and silent old dame, who 
had nursed Northmour in his childhood, was his 
associate in this underhand affair. 

I followed her at a little distance, taking advantage 
of the innumerable heights and hollows, concealed 
by the darkness, and favoured not only by the nurse's 
deafness, but by the uproar of the wind and surf. 
She entered the pavilion, and, going at once to the 
upper story, opened and set a light in one of the 
windows that looked towards the sea. Immediately 
afterwards the light at the schooner's masthead was 
run down and extinguished. Its purpose had been 
attained, and those on board were sure that they 
were expected. The old woman resumed her prepar- 
ations ; although the other shutters remained closed, 
I could see a glimmer going to and fro about the 
house ; and a gush of sparks from one chimney after 
another soon told me that the fires were being 
kindled. 

Northmour and his guests, I was now persuaded, 
would come ashore as soon as there was water on the 
floe. It was a wild night for boat service ; and I 
felt some alarm mingle with my curiosity as I re- 
flected on the danger of the landing. My old 
acquaintance, it was true, was the most eccentric of 
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men ; but the present eccentricity was both disquiet- 
ing and lugubrious to consider. A variety of feel- 
ings thus led me towards the beach, where I lay flat 
on my face in a hollow within six feet of the track 
that led to the pavilion. Thence, I should have 
the satisfaction of recognising the arrivals, and, if 
they should prove to be acquaintances, greeting them 
as soon as they had landed. 

Some time before eleven, while the tide was still 
dangerously low, a boat's lantern appeared close in 
shore; and, my attention being thus awakened, I 
could perceive another still far to seaward, violently 
tossed, and sometimes hidden by the billows. The 
weather, which was getting dirtier as the night went 
on, and the perilous situation of the yacht upon a 
lee-shore, had probably driven them to attempt a 
landing at the earliest possible moment. 

A little afterwards, four yachtsmen carrying a 
very heavy chest, and guided by a fifth with a lan- 
tern, passed close in front of me as I lay, and were 
admitted to the pavilion by the nurse. They re- 
turned to the beach, and passed me a third time 
with another chest, larger but apparently not so 
heavy as the first. A third time they made the 
transit ; and on this occasion one of the yachtsmen 
carried a leather portmanteau, and the others a 
lady's trunk and carriage bag. My curiosity was 
sharply excited. If a woman were among the guests 
of Xorthmour, it would show a change in his habits 
and an apostasy from his pet theories of life, well 
calculated to fill me with surprise. When he and 
I dwelt there together, the pavilion had been a 
temple of misogyny. And now, one of the detested 
sex was to be installed under its roof. I remembered 
one or two particulars, a few notes of daintiness and 
almost of coquetry which had struck me the day 
before as I surveyed the preparations in the house ; 
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their purpose was now clear, and I thought myself 
dull not to have perceived it from the first. 

While I was thus reflecting, a second lantern 
drew near me from the beach. It was carried by a 
yachtsman whom I had not yet seen, and who was 
conducting two other persons to the pavilion. These 
two persons were unquestionably the guests for whom 
the house was made ready ; and, straining eye and 
ear, I set myself to watch them as they passed. One 
was an unusually tall man, in a travelling hat 
slouched over his eyes, and a highland cape closely 
buttoned and turned up so as to conceal his face. 
You could make out no more of him than that he 
was, as I have said, unusually tall, and walked feebly 
with a heavy stoop. By his side, and either cling- 
ing to him or giving him support — I could not 
make out which — was a young, tall, and slender 
figure of a woman. She was extremely pale ; but 
in the light of the lantern her face was so marred by 
strong and changing shadows, that she might equally 
well have been as ugly as sin or as beautiful as I 
afterwards found her to be. 

When they were just abreast of me, the girl 
made some remark which was drowned by the noise 
of the wind. 

' Hush ! ' said her companion ; and there was 
something in the tone with which the word was 
uttered that thrilled and rather shook my spirits. 
It seemed to breathe from a bosom labouring 
under the deadliest terror ; I have never heard 
another sellable so expressive; and I still hear 
it again when I am feverish at night, and my 
mind runs upon old times. The man turned towards 
the girl as he spoke; I had a glimpse of much 
red beard and a nose which seemed to have been 
broken in youth ; and his light eyes seemed 
shining in his face with some strong and unpleasant 
emotion. 
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But these two passed on and were admitted in 
their turn to the pavilion. 

One by one, or in groups, the seamen returned 
to the beach. The wind brought me the sound of a 
rough voice crying, ' Shove off! ' Then, after a pause, 
another lantern drew near. It was Northmour alone. 

My wife and I, a man and a woman, have 
often agreed to wonder how a person could be, at 
the same time, so handsome and so repulsive as 
Northmour. He had the appearance of a finished 
gentleman ; his face bore every mark of intelligence 
and courage ; but you had only to look at him, even 
in his most amiable moment, to see that he had the 
temper of a slaver captain. I never knew a charac- 
ter that was both explosive and revengeful to the 
same degree ; he combined the vivacity of the south 
with the sustained and deadly hatreds of the north ; 
and both traits were plainly written on his face, 
which was a sort of danger signal. In person, he 
was tall, strong, and active ; his hair and complexion 
very dark ; his features handsomely designed, but 
spoiled by a menacing expression. 

At that moment he was somewhat paler than by 
nature ; he wore a heavy frown ; and his lips 
worked, and he looked sharply round him as he 
walked, like a man besieged with apprehensions. 
And yet I thought he had a look of triumph under- 
lying all, as though he had already done much, and 
was near the end of an achievement. 

Partly from a scruple of delicacy — which I dare- 
Bay came too late — partly from the pleasure of 
startling an acquaintance, I desired to make my 
presence known to him without delay. 

I got suddenly to my feet, and stepped forward. 

' Northmour ! ' said I. 

I have never had so shocking a surprise in all 
my days. He leaped on me without a word ; some- 
thing shone in his hand ; and he struck for my heart 
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with a dagger. At the same moment I knocked 
him head over heels. Whether it was my quickness, 
or his own uncertainty, I know not ; but the blade 
only grazed my shoulder, while the hilt and his fist 
struck me violently on the mouth. 

I fled, but not far. I had often and often ob- 
served the capabilities of the sand-hills for protracted 
ambush or stealthy advances and retreats ; and, not 
ten yards from the scene of the scuffle, plumped 
down again upon the grass. The lantern had fallen 
and gone out. But what was my astonishment to see 
Northmour slip at a bound into the pavilion, and hear 
him bar the door behind him with a clang of iron ! 

He had not pursued me. He had run away. 
Northmour, whom I knew for the most implacable 
and daring of men, had run away ! I could scarce 
believe my reason ; and yet in this strange business, 
where all was incredible, there was nothing to make 
a work about in an incredibility more or less. For 
why was the pavilion secretly prepared ? Why had 
Northmour landed with his guests at dead of night, 
in half a gale of wind, and with the floe scarce 
covered ? Why had he sought to kill me ? Had he 
not recognised my voice ? I wondered. And, above 
all, how had he come to have a dagger ready in his 
hand ? A dagger, or even a sharp knife, seemed out 
of keeping with the age in which we lived ; and a 
gentleman landing from his yacht on the shore of his 
own estate, even although it was at night and with 
some mysterious circumstances, does not usually, as 
a matter of fact, walk thus prepared for deadly on- 
slaught. The more I reflected, the further I felt at 
sea. I recapitulated the elements of mystery, count- 
ing them on my fingers : the pavilion secretly pre- 
pared for guests ; the guests landed at the risk of 
their lives and to the imminent peril of the yacht ; 
the guests, or at least one of them, in undisguised 
and seemingly causeless terror ; Northmour with a 
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naked weapon ; Northmour stabbing his most inti- 
mate acquaintance at a word ; last, and not least 
strange, Northmour fleeing from the man whom he 
had sought to murder, and barricading himself, like 
a hunted creature, behind the door of the pavilion. 
Here were at least six separate causes for extreme 
surprise ; each part and parcel with the others, and 
forming all together one consistent story. I felt 
almost ashamed to believe my own senses. 

As I thus stood, transfixed with wonder, I began 
to grow painfully conscious of the injuries I had re- 
ceived in the scuffle ; skulked round among the sand- 
hills; and, by a devious path, regained the shelter of 
the wood. On the way, the old nurse passed again 
within several yards of me, still carrying her lantern, 
on the return journey to the mansion-house of Grra- 
den. This made a seventh suspicious feature in the 
case. Northmour and his guests, it appeared, were 
to cook and do the cleaning for themselves, while 
the old woman continued to inhabit the big empty 
barrack among the policies. There must surely be 
great cause for secresy, when so many inconveniences 
were confronted to preserve it. 

So thinking, I made my way to .the den. For 
greater security, I trod out the embers of the fire, 
and lit my lantern to examine the wound upon my 
shoulder. It was a trifling hurt, although it bled 
somewhat freely, and I dressed it as well as I could 
(for its position made it difficult to reach ) with some 
rag and cold water from the spring. While I was 
thus busied, I mentally declared war against North- 
mour and his mystery. I am not an angry man by 
nature, and I believe there was more curiosity than 
resentment in my heart. But war I certainly de- 
clared ; and, by way of preparation, I got out my 
revolver, and, having drawn the charges, cleaned 
and reloaded it with scrupulous care. Next I became 
preoccupied about my horse. It might break loose, 
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or fall to neighing, and so betray my camp in the 
Sea- Wood. I determined to rid myself of its neigh- 
bourhood ; and long before dawn I was leading it 
over the links in the direction of the fisher village. 

CHAPTER III. 

TELLS HOW I BECAME ACQUAINTED WITH MY WIFE. 

For two days I skulked round the pavilion, profiting 
by the uneven surface of the links. I became an 
adept in the necessary tactics. These low hillocks 
and shallow dells, running one into another, became 
a kind of cloak of darkness for my enthralling, but 
perhaps dishonourable, pursuit. Yet, in spite of this 
advantage, I could learn but little of Northmour or 
his guests. 

Fresh provisions were brought under cover of 
darkness by the old woman from the mansion-house. 
Northmour, and the young lady, sometimes together, 
but more often singly, would walk for an hour or 
two at a time on the beach beaide the quicksand. I 
could not but conclude that this promenade was 
chosen with an eye to secresy ; for the spot was open 
only to the seaward. But it suited me not less ex- 
cellently ; the highest and most accidented of the 
sand-hills immediately adjoined ; and from these, 
lying flat in a hollow, I could overlook Northmour 
or the young lady as they walked. 

The tall man seemed to have disappeared. Not 
only did he never cross the threshold, but he never 
bo much as showed face at a window ; or, at least, 
not so far as I could see ; for I dared not creep for- 
ward beyond a certain distance in the day, since the 
upper floor commanded the bottoms of the links ; 
and at night, when I could venture farther, the 
lower windows were barricaded as if to stand a siege. 
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Sometimes I thought the tall man must be confined 
to bed, for I remembered the feebleness of his gait ; 
and sometimes I thought he must have gone clear 
awav, and that Northmour and the young lady re- 
mained alone together in the pavilion. The idea, 
even then, displeased me. 

Whether or not this pair were man and wife, I 
had seen abundant reason to doubt the friendliness 
of their relation. Although I could hear nothing of 
what they said, and rarely so much as glean a decided 
expression on the face of either, there was a distance, 
almost a stiffness, in their bearing which showed 
them to be either unfamiliar or at enmity. The girl 
walked faster when she was with Northmour than 
when she was alone ; and I conceived that any incli- 
nation between a man and a woman would rather 
delay than accelerate the step. Moreover, she kept 
a good yard free of him, and trailed her umbrella, 
as if it were a barrier, on the side between them. 
Xorthmour kept sidling closer; and, as the girl re- 
tired from his advance, their course lay at a sort of 
diagonal across the beach, and would have landed 
them in the surf had it been long enough continued. 
But, when this was imminent, the girl would unos- 
tentatiously change sides and put Northmour between 
her and the sea. I watched these manoeuvres, for 
my part, with high enjoyment and approval, and 
chuckled to myself at every move. 

On the morning of the third day, she walked 
alone for some time, and I perceived, to my great 
concern, that she was more than once in tears. You 
will see that my heart was already interested more 
than I supposed. She had a firm yet airy motion 
of the body, and carried her head with unima- 
ginable grace ; every step was a thing to look 
at. and she seemed in my eyes to breathe sweetness 
and distinction. 

The day was so agreeable, being calm and sun- 
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shiny, with a tranquil sea, and yet with a healthful 
piquancy and vigour in the air, that, contrary to 
custom, she was tempted forth a second time to walk. 
On this occasion she was accompanied by Northmour, 
and they had been but a short while on the beach, 
when I saw him take forcible possession of her hand. 
She struggled, and uttered a cry that was almost a 
scream. I sprang to my feet, unmindful of my 
strange position ; but, ere I had taken a step, I saw 
Northmour bare-headed and bowing very low, as if 
to apologise ; and dropped again at once into my 
ambush. A few words were interchanged ; and 
then, with another bow, he left the beach to return 
to the pavilion. He passed not far from me, and I 
could see him, flushed and lowering, and cutting 
savagely with his cane among the grass. It was not 
without satisfaction that I recognised my own handi- 
work in a great cut under his right eye, and a 
considerable discolouration round the socket. 

For some time the girl remained where he had 
left her, looking out past the islet and over the 
bright sea. Then with a start, as one who throws 
off preoccupation and puts energy again upon its 
mettle, she broke into a rapid and decisive walk. 
She also was much incensed by what had passed. 
She had forgotten where she was. And I beheld her 
walk straight into the borders of the quicksand where 
it is most abrupt and dangerous. Two or three 
steps farther and her life would have been in serious 
jeopardy, when I slid down the face of the sand-hill, 
which is there precipitous, and, running half-way 
forward, called to her to stop. 

She did so, and turned round. There was not a 
tremor of fear in her behaviour, and she marched 
directly up to me like a queen. I was barefoot, and 
clad like a common sailor, save for an Egyptian scarf 
round my waist ; and she probably took me at first 
for some one from the fisher village, straying after 
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bait. As for her, when I thus saw her face to face, 
her eyes set steadily and imperiously upon mine, I 
was filled with admiration and astonishment, and 
thought her even more beautiful than I had looked 
to find her. Nor could I think enough of one who, 
acting with so much boldness, yet preserved a maid- 
enly air that was both quaint and engaging; for 
my wife kept an old-fashioned precision of man- 
ner through all her admirable life — an excellent 
thing in woman, since it sets another value on her 
sweet familiarities. 

' What does this mean ? ' she asked. 

' You were walking,' I told her, ' directly into 
Graden Floe.' 

' You do not belong to these parts,' she said again. 
' You speak like an educated man.' 

'I believe I have right to that name,' said I, 

* although in this disguise.' 

But her woman's eye had already detected the 
sash. 

' Oh ! ' she said ; ' your sash betrays you.' 

' You have said the word betray J I resumed. 

* May I ask you not to betray me ? I was obliged to 
disclose myself in your interest ; but if Northmour 
learned my presence it might be worse than dis- 
agreeable for me.' 

' Do you know,' she asked, ' to whom you are 
speaking ? ' 

' Not to Mr. Northmour's wife ? ' I asked, by way 
ot answer. 

She shook her head. All this while she was 
studying my face with an embarrassing intentness. 
Then she broke out — 

' You have an honest face. Be honest like your 
face, sir, and tell me what you want and what you 
are afraid of. Do you think I could hurt you ? I 
believe you have far more power to injure me ! 
And yet you do not look unkind. What do you 
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mean — you, a gentleman — by skulking like a spy 
about this desolate place ? Tell me,' she said, ' who 
is it you hate ? ' 

' I hate no one,' I answered ; ' and I fear no one 
face to face. My name is Cassilis — Frank Cassilis. 
I lead the life of a vagabond for my own good 
pleasure. I am one of Northmour's oldest friends ; 
and three nights ago, when I addressed him on these 
links, he stabbed me in the shoulder with a knife.' 

' It was you ! ' she said. 

' Why he did so,' I continued, disregarding the 
interruption, ' is more than I can guess, and more 
than I care to know. I have not many friends, nor 
am I very susceptible to friendship ; but no man 
shall drive me from a place by terror. I had 
camped in Graden Sea- Wood ere he came ; I camp 
in it still. If you think I mean harm to you or 
yours, madam, the remedy is in your hand. Tell 
him that my camp is in the Hemlock Den, and 
to-night he can stab me in safety while I sleep.' 

With this I doffed my cap to her, and scrambled 
up once more among the sand-hills. I do not know 
why, but I felt a prodigious sense of injustice, and 
felt like a hero and a martyr ; while, as a matter of 
fact, I had not a word to say in my defence, nor so 
much as one plausible reason to offer for my conduct. 
I had stayed at Graden out of a curiosity natural 
enough, but undignified ; and though there was 
another motive growing in along with the first, it 
was not one which, at that period, I could have pro- 
perly explained to the lady of my heart. 

Certainly, that night, I thought of no one else ; 
and, though her whole conduct and position seemed 
suspicious, I could not find it in my heart to 
entertain a doubt of her integrity. I could have 
staked my life that she was clear of blame, and, 
though all was dark at the present, that the ex- 
planation of the mystery would show her part in 
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these events to be both right and needful. It was 
true, let me cudgel my imagination as I pleased, 
that I could invent no theory of her relations to 
Northmour ; but I felt none the less sure of my 
conclusion because it was founded on instinct in 
place of reason, and, as I may say, went to sleep 
that night with the thought of her under my 
pillow. 

Next day she came out about the same hour 
alone, and, as soon as the sand-hills concealed her 
from the pavilion, drew nearer to the edge, and 
called me by name in guarded tones. I was 
astonished to observe that she was deadly pale, and 
seemingly under the influence of strong emotion. 

• Mr. Cassilis ! ' she cried ; ' Mr. Cassilis ! ' 

I appeared at once, and leaped down upon the 
beach. A remarkable air of relief overspread her 
countenance as soon as she saw me. 

' Oh ! ' she cried, with a hoarse sound, like one 
whose bosom has been lightened of a weight. And 
then, 'Thank God you are still safe!' she added; 
' I knew, if you were, you would be here.' (Was 
not this strange ? So swiftly and wisely does Nature 
prepare our hearts for these great life-long inti- 
macies, that both my wife and I had been given a 
presentiment on this the second day of our acquaint- 
ance. I had even then hoped that she would seek 
me ; she had felt sure that she would find me. ) ' Do 
not,' she went on swiftly, ' do not stay in this place. 
Promise me that you will sleep no longer in that 
wood. You do not know how I suffer ; all last night 
I could not sleep for thinking of your peril.' 

' Peril ? ' I repeated. ' Peril from whom ? 
From Northmour ? ' 

' Not so,' she said. ' Did you think I would tell 
him after what you said ? ' 

' Not from Northmour 'i ' I repeated. ' Then 
how ? From whom ? I see none to be afraid of.' 
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' You must not ask me,' was her reply, ' for I 
am not free to tell you. Only believe me, and go 
hence — believe me, and go away quickly, quickly, 
for your life ! ' 

An appeal to bis alarm is never a good plan to 
rid oneself of a spirited young man. My obstinacy 
was but increased by what she said, and I made 
it a point of honour to remain. And her solici- 
tude for my safety still more confirmed me in the 
resolve. 

' You must not think me inquisitive, madam,' I 
replied ; ' but, if Graden is so dangerous a place, 
you yourself perhaps remain here at some risk.' 

She only looked at me reproachfully. 

' You and your father ' I resumed ; but she 

interrupted me almost with a gasp. 

'My father! How do you know that?' she 
cried. 

' I saw you together when you landed,' was my 
answer; and I do not know why, but it seemed 
satisfactory to both of us, as indeed it was the 
truth. ' But,' I continued, ' you need have no fear 
from me. I see you have some reason to be secret, 
and, you may believe me, your secret is as safe with 
me as if I were in Graden Floe. I have scarce 
spoken to anyone for years ; my horse is my only 
companion, and even he, poor beast, is not beside 
me. You see, then, you may count on me for 
silence. So tell me the truth, my dear young lady, 
are you not in danger ? ' 

'Mr. Northmour says you are an honourable 
man,' she returned, 'and I believe it when I see 
you. I will tell you so much ; you are right ; we 
are in dreadful, dreadful danger, and you share it 
by remaining where you are.' 

'Ah!' said I; 'you have heard of me from 
Northmour ? And he gives me a good character ? ' 

' I asked him about you last night,' was her 
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reply. ' I pretended,' she hesitated, ' I pretended 
to have met you long ago, and spoken to you of him. 
It was not true ; but I could not help myself with- 
out betraying you, and you had put me in a 
difficulty. He praised you highly.' 

' And — you may permit me one question — does 
this danger come from Northmour ? ' I asked. 

' From Mr. Northmour ? ' she cried. ' Oh, no ; 
he stays with us to share it.' 

' While you propose that I should run away ? ' I 
said. ' You do not rate me very high.' 

' Why should you stay ? ' she asked. ' You are 
no friend of ours.' 

I know not what came over me, for I had not 
been conscious of a similar weakness since I was a 
child, but I was so mortified by this retort that my 
eyes pricked and filled with tears, as I continued to 
gaze upon her face. 

' No, no,' she said, in a changed voice ; ' I did 
not mean the words unkindly.' 

' It was I who offended,' I said ; and I held out 
my hand with a look of appeal that somehow 
touched her, for she gave me hers at once, and even 
eagerly. I held it for awhile in mine, and gazed 
into her eyes. It was she who first tore her hand 
away, and, forgetting all about her request and the 
promise she had sought to extort, ran at the top of 
her speed, and without turning, till she was out 
of sight. And then I knew that I loved her, and 
thought in my glad heart that she — she herself — 
was not indifferent to my suit. Many a time she 
has denied it. in after days, but it was with a smiling 
and not a serious denial. For my part, I am sure 
our hands would not have lain so closely in each 
other if she had not begun to melt to me already. 
And, when all is said, it is no great contention, 
since, by her own avowal, she began to love me on 
the morrow. 
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And yet on the morrow very little took place. 
She came and called me down as on the day before, 
upbraided me for lingering at Gfraden, and, when 
she found I was still obdurate, began to ask me more 
particularly as to my arrival. I told her by what 
series of accidents I had come to witness their 
disembarkation, and how I had determined to re- 
main, partly from the interest which had been 
wakened in me by Northmour's guests, and partly 
because of his own murderous attack. As to the 
former, I fear I was disingenuous, and led her to 
regard herself as having been an attraction to me 
from the first moment that I saw her on the links. 
It relieves my heart to make this confession even 
now, when my wife is with Grod, and already knows 
all things, and the honesty of my purpose even in 
this ; for while she lived, although it often pricked 
my conscience, I had never the hardihood to unde- 
ceive her. Even a little secret, in such a married 
life as ours, is like the rose-leaf which kept the 
Princess from her sleep. 

From this the talk branched into other subjects, 
and I told her much about my lonely and wandering 
existence ; she, for her part, giving ear, and saying 
little. Although we spoke very naturally, and 
latterly on topics that might seem indifferent, we 
were both sweetly agitated. Too soon it was time 
for her to go ; and we separated, as if by mutual 
consent, without shaking hands, for both knew that, 
between us, it was no idle ceremony. 

The next, and that was the fourth day of our 
acquaintance, we met in the same spot, but early in 
the morning, with much familiarity and yet much 
timidity on either side. When she had once more 
spoken about my danger — and that, I understood, 
was her excuse for coming — I, who had prepared a 
great deal of talk during the night, began to tell 
her how highly I valued her kind interest, and how 
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no one had ever cared to hear about my life, nor had 
I ever cared to relate it, before yesterday. Suddenly 
she interrupted me, saying with vehemence — 

' And yet, if you knew who I was, you would not 
so much as speak to me ! ' 

I told her such a thought was madness, and, 
little as we had met, 1 counted her already a dear 
friend ; but my protestations seemed only to make 
her more desperate. 

'My father is in hiding ! ' she cried. 

' My dear,' I said, forgetting for the first time 
to add ' young lady,' ' what do I care, ? If he 
were in hiding twenty times over, would it make 
one thought of change in you ? ' 

' Ah, but the cause ! ' she cried, ' the cause ! It 

is ' she faltered for a second — ' it is disgraceful 

to us 1 * 



CHAPTER IV. 

TELLS IN WHAT A STARTLING MANNER I LEARNED TIIAT 
I WAS NOT ALONE IN GRADEN SEA-WOOD. 

This was my wife's story, as I drew it from her 
among tears and sobs. Her name was Clara Huddle- 
stone : it sounded very beautiful in my ears ; but 
not so beautiful as that other name of Clara Cassilis, 
which she wore during the longer and, I thank God, 
the happier portion of her life. Her father, Bernard 
Huddlestone, had been a private banker in a very 
large way of business. Many years before, his affairs 
becoming disordered, he had been led to try dan- 
gerous, and at last criminal, expedients to retrieve 
himself from ruin. All was in vain ; he became 
more and more cruelly involved, and found his 
honour lost at the same moment with his fortune. 
About this period, Northmour had been courting his 
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daughter with great assiduity, though with small 
encouragement ; and to him, knowing him thus 
disposed in his favour, Bernard Huddlestone turned 
for help in his extremity. It was not merely ruin 
and dishonour, nor merely a legal condemnation, 
that the unhappy man had brought upon his head. 
It seems he could have gone to prison with a light 
heart. What he feared, what kept him awake at 
night or recalled him from slumber into frenzy, was 
some secret, sudden, and unlawful attempt upon his 
life. Hence, he desired to bury his existence and 
escape to one of the islands in the South Pacific, 
and it was in Northmour's yacht, the Red Earl, 
that he designed to go. The yacht picked them up 
clandestinely upon the coast of Wales, and had once 
more deposited them at Graden, till she could be 
refitted and provisioned for the longer voyage. Nor 
could Clara doubt that her hand had been stipulated 
as the price of passage. For, although Northmour 
was neither unkind nor even discourteous, he had 
shown himself in several instances somewhat over- 
bold in speech and manner. 

I listened, I need not say, with fixed attention, 
and put many questions as to the more mysterious 
part. It was in vain. She had no clear idea of 
what the blow was, nor of how it was expected to 
fall. Her father's alarm was unfeigned and phy- 
sically prostrating, and he had thought more than 
once of making an unconditional surrender to the 
police. But the scheme was finally abandoned, for 
he was convinced that not even the strength of our 
English prisons could shelter him from his pursuers. 
He had had many affairs with Italy, and with 
Italians resident in London, in the later years of 
his business ; and these last, as. Clara fancied, were 
somehow connected with the doom that threatened 
him. He had shown great terror at the presence 
of an Italian seaman on board the Red Earl, 
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and bad bitterly and repeatedly accused Northmour 
in consequence. The latter bad protested that 
Beppo (tbat was the seaman's name) was a capital 
fellow, and could be trusted to the death ; but 
Mr. Huddlestone had continued ever since to de- 
clare that all was lost, that it was only a question 
of days, and that Beppo would be the ruin of him 
yet. 

I regarded the whole story as the hallucination 
of a mind shaken by calamity. He had suffered 
heavy loss by his Italian transactions ; and hence 
the sight of an Italian was hateful to him, and the 
principal part in his nightmare would naturally 
enough be played by one of that nation. 

' What your father wants,' I said, ' is a good 
doctor and some calming medicine.' 

' But Mr. Northmour ? ' objected your mother. 
' He is untroubled by losses, and yet he shares in this 
terror.' 

I could not help laughing at what I considered 
her simplicity. 

' My dear,' said I, ' you have told me yourself 
what reward he has to look for. All is fair in love, 
you must remember ; and if Northmour foments 
your father's terrors, it is not at all because he is 
afraid of any Italian man, but simply because he is 
infatuated with a charming English woman.' 

She reminded me of his attack upon myself on 
the night of the disembarkation, and this I was 
unable to explain. In short, and from one thing to 
another, it was agreed between us, that I should set 
out at once for the fisher village, Grraden Wester, as 
it was called, look up all the newspapers I could find, 
and see for myself if there seemed any basis of fact 
for these continued alarms. The next morning, at 
the same hour and place, I was to make my report 
to Clara. She said no more on that occasion atiout 
my departure ; nor, indeed, did she make it a secret 
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that she clung to the thought of my proximity as 
something helpful and pleasant ; and, for my part, 
I could not have left her, if she had gone upon her 
knees to ask it. 

I reached Graden Wester before ten in the fore- 
noon ; for in those days I was an excellent pedes- 
trian, and the distance, as I think I have said, was 
little over seven miles; fine walking all the way 
upon the springy turf. The village is one of the 
bleakest on that coast, which is saying much : there 
is a church in a hollow ; a miserable haven in the 
rocks, where many boats have been lost as they 
returned from fishing ; two or three score of stone 
houses arranged along the beach and in two streets, 
one leading from the harbour, and another striking 
out from it at right angles ; and, at the corner of 
these two, a very dark and cheerless tavern, by way 
of principal hotel. 

I had dressed myself somewhat more suitably to 
my station in life, and at once called upon the 
minister in his little manse beside the graveyard. 
He knew me, although it was more than nine years 
since we had met ; and when I told him that I had 
been long upon a walking tour, and was behind with 
the news, readily lent me an armful of newspapers, 
dating from a month back to the day before. With 
these I sought the tavern, and, ordering some break- 
fast, sat down to study the ' Huddlestone Failure.' 

It had been, it appeared, a very flagrant case. 
Thousands of persons were reduced to poverty ; and 
one in particular had blown out his brains as soon as 
payment was suspended. It was strange to myself 
that, while I read these details, I continued rather 
to sympathise with Mr. Huddlestone than with his 
victims ; so complete already was the empire of my 
love for my wife. A price was naturally set 
upon the banker's head ; and, as the case was inex- 
cusable and the public indignation thoroughly aroused, 
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the unusual figure of 7501. was offered for his cap- 
ture. He was reported to have large sums of money 
in his possession. One day, he had been heard of in 
Spain ; the next, there was sure intelligence that he 
was still lurking between Manchester and Liverpool, 
or along the border of Wales ; and the day after, a 
telegram would announce his arrival in Cuba or 
Yucatan. But in all this there was no word of an 
Italian, nor any sign of mystery. 

In the very last paper, however, there was one 
item not so clear. The accountants who were 
charged to verify the failure had, it seemed, come 
upon the traces of a very large number of thousands, 
which figured for some time in the transactions of 
the house of Huddlestone ; but which came from 
nowhere, and disappeared in the same mysterious 
fashion. It was only once referred to by name, and 
then under the initials ' X. X. ; ' but it had plainly 
been floated for the first time into the business at a 
period of great depression some six years ago. The 
name of a distinguished Eoyal personage had been 
mentioned by rumour in connection with this sum. 
' The cowardly desperado ' — such, I remember, was 
the editorial expression — was supposed to have es- 
caped with a large part of this mysterious fund still 
in his possession. 

I was still brooding over the fact, and trying to 
torture it into some connection with Mr. Huddle- 
stone's danger, when a man entered the tavern and 
asked for some bread and cheese with a decided 
foreign accent. 

' Siete Italiano ? ' said I. 

' Si, signor,' was his reply. 

I said it was unusually far north to find one of 
his compatriots ; at which he shrugged his shoulders, 
and replied that a man would go anywhere to find 
work. What work he could hope to find at Graden 
Wester, I was totally unable to conceive > and the 
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incident struck so unpleasantly upon my mind, that 
I asked the landlord, while he was counting me some 
change, whether he had ever before seen an Italian 
in the village. He said he had once seen some Nor- 
wegians, who had been shipwrecked on the other 
side of Grraden Ness and rescued by the lifeboat 
from Cauld-haven. 

' No ! ' said I ; ' but an Italian, like the man who 
has just had bread and cheese.' 

'What?' cried he, 'yon black-avised fellow wi' 
the teeth ? Was he an I-talian ? Weel, yon's the 
first that ever I saw, an' I dare say he's like to be 
the last.' 

Even as he was speaking, I raised my eyes, and, 
casting a glance into the street, beheld three men in 
earnest conversation together, and not thirty yards 
away. One of them was my recent companion in 
the tavern parlour ; the other two, by their hand- 
some, sallow features and soft hats, should evidently 
belong to the same race. A crowd of village children 
stood around them, gesticulating and talking gibber- 
ish in imitation. The trio looked singularly foreign 
to the, bleak dirty street in which they were stand- 
ing, and the dark grey heaven that overspread them ; 
and I confess my incredulity received at that moment 
a shock from which it never recovered. I might 
reason with myself as I pleased, but I could not 
argue down the effect of what I had seen, and I 
began to share in the Italian terror. 

It was already drawing towards the close of the 
day before I had returned the newspapers at the 
manse, and got well forward on to the links on my 
way home. I shall never forget that walk. It grew 
very cold and boisterous ; the wind sang in the short 
grass about my feet ; thin rain showers came running 
on the gusts ; and an immense mountain range of 
clouds began to arise out of the bosom of the sea. 
It would be hard to imagine a more dismal evening ; 
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and whether it was from these external influences, or 
because my nerves were already affected by what I 
had heard and seen, my thoughts were as gloomy as 
the weather. 

The upper windows of the pavilion commanded a 
considerable spread of links in the direction of 
Graden Wester. To avoid observation, it was neces- 
sary to hug the beach until I had gained cover from 
the higher sand-hills on the little headland, when I 
might strike across, through the hollows, for the 
margin of the wood. The sun was about setting ; 
the tide was low, and all the quicksands uncovered ; 
and I was moving along, lost in unpleasant thought, 
when I was suddenly thunderstruck to perceive the 
prints of human feet. They ran parallel to my own 
course, but low down upon the beach instead of along 
the border of the turf ; and, when I examined them, 
I saw at once, by the size and coarseness of the im- 
pression, that it was a stranger to me and to those in 
the pavilion who had recently passed that way. Not 
only so ; but from the recklessness of the course 
which he had followed, steering near to the most 
formidable portions of the sand, he was as evidently 
a stranger to the country and to the ill-repute of 
Graden beach. 

Step by step I followed the prints ; until, a 
quarter of a mile farther, I beheld them die away 
into the south-eastern boundary of Graden Floe. 
There, whoever he was, the miserable man had 
perished. One or two gulls, who had, perhaps, seen 
him disappear, wheeled over his sepulchre with their 
usual melancholy piping. The sun had broken 
through the clouds by a last effort, and coloured the 
wide level of quicksands with a dusky purple. I stood 
for some time gazing at the spot, chilled and dis- 
heartened by my own reflections, and with a strong 
and commanding consciousness of death. I remem- 
ber wondering how long the tragedy had taken, and 
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whether his screams had been audible at the pavilion. 
And then, making a strong resolution, I was about 
to tear myself away, when a gust fiercer than usual 
fell upon this quarter of the beach, and I saw now, 
whirling high in air, now skimming lightly across 
the surface of the sands, a soft, black, felt hat, some- 
what conical in shape, such as I had remarked already 
on the heads of the Italians. 

I believe, but I am not sure, that I uttered a 
cry. The wind was driving the hat shoreward, and 
I ran round the border of the floe to be ready against 
its arrival. The gust fell, dropping the hat for a 
while upon the quicksand, and then, once more 
freshening, landed it a few yards from where I stood. 
I seized it with the interest you may imagine. It 
had seen some service ; indeed, it was rustier than 
either of those I had seen that clay upon the street. 
The lining was red, stamped with the name of the 
maker, which I have forgotten, and that of the place 
of manufacture, Venedig. This (it is not yet for- 
gotten) was the name given by the Austrians to the 
beautiful city of Venice, then, and for long after, a 
part of their dominions. 

The shock was complete. I saw imaginary 
Italians upon every side ; and for the first, and, I 
may say, for the last time in my experience, became 
overpowered by what is called a panic terror. I 
knew nothing, that is, to be afraid of, and yet 
I admit that I was heartily afraid ; and it was with 
a sensible reluctance that I returned to my exposed 
and solitary camp in the Sea- Wood. 

There I ate some cold porridge which had been 
left over from the night before, for I was disin- 
clined to make a fire ; and, feeling strengthened 
and reassured, dismissed all these fanciful terrors 
from my mind, and lay down to sleep with com- 
posure. 

How long I may have slept it is impossible for 
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me to guess ; but I was awakened at last by a sudden, 
blinding flash of light into my face. It woke me 
like a blow. In an instant I was upon my knees, 
But the light had gone as suddenly as it came. The 
darkness was intense. And, as it was blowing great 
guns from the sea and pouring with rain, the noises 
of the storm effectually concealed all others. 

It was, I dare say, half a minute before I re' 
gained my self-possession. But for two circum- 
stances, I should have thought I had been awakened 
by some new and vivid form of nightmare. First, 
the flap of my tent, which I had shut carefully when 
I retired, was now unfastened ; and, second, I could 
still perceive, with a sharpness that excluded any 
theory of hallucination, the smell of hot metal and 
of burning oil. The conclusion was obvious. I had 
been wakened by someone flashing a bull's-eye lantern 
in my face. It had been but a flash, and away. He 
had seen my face, and then gone. I asked myself 
the object of so strange a proceeding, and the answer 
came pat. The man, whoever he was, had thought 
to recognise me, and he had not. There was yet 
another question unresolved ; and to this, I may say, 
I feared to give an answer ; if he had recognised me, 
what would he have done ? 

My fears were immediately diverted from myself, 
for I saw that I had been visited in a mistake ; and 
I became persuaded that some dreadful danger 
threatened the pavilion. It required some nerve to 
issue forth into the black and intricate thicket which 
surrounded and overhung the den ; but I groped my 
way to the links, drenched with rain, beaten upon 
and deafened by the gusts, and fearing at every step 
to lay my hand upon some lurking adversary. The 
darkness was so complete that I might have been 
surrounded by an army and yet none the wiser, and 
the uproar of the gale so loud that my hearing was 
as useless as my sight. 
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For the rest of that night, which seemed inter- 
minably long, I patrolled the vicinity of the pavilion, 
without seeing a living creature or hearing any noise 
but the concert of the wind, the sea, and the rain. 
A light in the upper story filtered through a cranny 
of the shutter, and kept me company till the approach 
of dawn. 



CHAPTEK V. 

TELLS OF AN INTERVIEW BETWEEN NORTHMOUR, CLARA, 
AND MYSELF. 

With the first peep of day, I retired from the open 
to my old lair among the sand-hills, there to await 
the coming of my wife. The morning was grey, 
wild, and melancholy; the wind moderated before 
sunrise, and then went about, and blew in puffs from 
the shore ; the sea began to go down, but the rain 
still fell without mercy. Over all the wilderness of 
links there was not a creature to be seen. Yet I felt 
sure the neighbourhood was alive with skulking foes. 
The light had been so suddenly and surprisingly 
flashed upon my face as I lay sleeping, and the hat 
that had been blown ashore by the wind from over 
Graden Floe, were two speaking signals of the 
peril that environed Clara and the party in the 
pavilion, 

It was, perhaps, half-past seven, or nearer eight, 
before I saw the door open, and that dear figure 
come towards me in the rain. I was waiting for her 
on the beach before she had crossed the sand-hills. 

' I have had such trouble to come ! ' she cried. 
' They did not wish me to go walking in the rain.' 

' Clara,' I said, ' you are not frightened ! ' 

' No,' said she, with a simplicity that filled my 
heart with confidence. For my wife was the bravest 
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as well as the best of women ; in. my experience, 
I have not found the two go always together, but 
with her they did; and she combined the extreme 
of fortitude with the most endearing and beauti- 
ful virtues. 

I told her what had happened ; and, though her 
cheek grew visibly paler, she retained perfect control 
over her senses. 

' You see now that I am safe,' said I, in conclu- 
sion. ' They do not mean to harm me ; for, had they 
chosen, I was a dead man last night.' 

She laid her hand upon my arm. 

' And I had no presentiment ! ' she cried. 

Her accent thrilled me with delight. I put my 
arm about her, and strained her to my side ; and, 
before either of us was aware, her hands were 
on my shoulders and my lips upon her mouth. 
Yet up to that moment no word of love had passed 
between us. To this day I remember the touch 
of her cheek, which was wet and cold with the 
rain ; and many a time since, when she has been 
washing her face, I have kissed it again for the sake 
of that morning on the beach. Now that she is 
taken from me, and I finish my pilgrimage alone, I 
recall our old lovingkindnesses and the deep honesty 
and affection which united us, and my present loss 
seems but a trifle in comparison. 

"We may have thus stood for some seconds — for 
time passes quickly with lovers — before we were 
startled by a peal of laughter close at hand. It was 
not natural mirth, but seemed to be affected in order 
to conceal an angrier feeling. We both turned, 
though I still kept my left arm about Clara's 
waist; nor did she seek to withdraw herself; and 
there, a few paces off upon the beach, stood North- 
mour, his head lowered, his hands behind his back, 
his nostrils white with passion. 

' Ah ! Cassilis ! ' he said, as I disclosed my face. 
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' That same,' said I ; for I was not at all put 
about. 

' And so, Miss Huddlestone,' he continued slowly 
but savagely, ' this is how you keep your faith to 
your father and to me ? This is the value you set 
upon your father's life ? And you are so infatuated 
with this young gentleman that you must brave 
ruin, and decency, and common human caution ' 

' Miss Huddlestone ' I was beginning to in- 
terrupt him, when he, in his turn, cut in brutally — 

' You hold your tongue,' said he ; 'I am speaking 
to that girl.' 

' That girl, as you call her, is my wife,' said I; 
and my wife only leaned a little nearer, so that 
I knew she had affirmed my words. 

' Your what ? ' he cried. ' You lie ! ' 

' Northmour,' I said, ' we all know you have a 
bad temper, and I am the last man to be irritated 
by words. For all that, I propose that you speak 
lower, for I am convinced that we are not alone.' 

He looked round him, and it was plain my re- 
mark had in some degree sobered his passion. 
' What do you mean ! ' he asked. 

I only said one word : ' Italians.' 

He swore a round oath, and looked at us, from 
one to the other. 

'Mr. Cassilis knows all that I know,' said my 
wife. 

' What I want to know,' he broke out, ' is where 
the devil Mr. Cassilis comes from, and what the 
devil Mr. Cassilis is doing here. You say you are 
married ; that I do not believe. If you were, 
Graden Floe would soon divorce you ; four minutes 
and a half, Cassilis. I keep my private cemetery 
for my friends.' 

' It took somewhat longer,' said I, ' for that 
Italian.' 

He looked at me for a moment half daunted, 
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and then, almost civilly, asked me to tell my story. 
' You have too much the advantage of me, Cassilis,' 
he added. I complied of course ; and he listened, 
with several ejaculations, while I told him how I 
had come to Graden : that it was I whom he had 
tried to murder on the night of landing ; and what 
I had subsequently seen and heard of the Italians. 

' Well,' said he, when I had done, ' it is here at 
last ; there is no mistake about that. And what, 
may I ask, do you propose to do ? ' 

' I propose to stay with you and lend a hand,' 
said I. 

' You are a brave man,' he returned, with a 
peculiar intonation. 

' I am not afraid,' said I. 

' And so,' he continued, ' I am to understand 
that you two are married ? And you stand up to 
it before my face, Miss Huddlestone ? ' 

' We are not yet married,' said Clara ; ' but we 
shall be as soon as we can.' 

' Bravo ! ' cried Northmour. ' And the bargain ? 
D — n it, you're not a fool, young woman ; I may 
call a spade a spade with you. How about the 
bargain ? You know as well as I do what your 
father's life depends upon. I have only to put my 
hands under my coat-tails and walk away, and his 
throat would be cut before the evening.' 

' Yes, Mr. Northmour,' returned Clara, with 
great spirit ; ' but that is what you will never 
do. You made a bargain that was unworthy of a 
gentleman ; but you are gentleman for all that, and 
you will never desert a man whom you have begun 
to help.' 

' Aha ! ' said he. ' You think I will give my 
yacht for nothing ? You think I will risk my life 
and liberty for love of the old gentleman ; and then, 
I suppose, be best man at the wedding, to wind up ? 
Well,' he added, with an odd smile, ' perhaps you 
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are not altogether wrong. But ask Cassilis here. 
He knows me. Am I a man to trust ? Am I safe 
and scrupulous ? Am I kind ? ' 

' I know you talk a great deal, and sometimes, 
I think, very foolishly,' replied Clara, ' but I know 
you are a gentleman, and I am not the least afraid.' 

He looked at her with a peculiar approval and 
admiration ; then, turning to me, ' Do you think I 
would give her up without a struggle, Frank ? ' 
said he. ' I tell you plainly, you look out. The 
next time we come to blows ' 

' Will make the third,' I interrupted, smiling. 

' Aye, true ; so it will,' he said. ' I had for- 
gotten. Well, the third time's lucky.' 

' The third time, you mean, you will have the 
crew of the Red Earl to help,' I said. 

' Do you hear him ? ' he asked, turning to my 
wife. 

' I hear two men speaking like cowards,' said she. 
' I should despise myself either to think or speak 
like that. And neither of you believe one word 
that you are saying, which makes it the more wicked 
and silly.' 

' She's a trump ! ' cried Northmour. ' But she's 
not yet Mrs. Cassilis. I say no more. The present 
is not for me.' 

Then my wife surprised me. 

' I leave you here,' she said suddenly. * My 
father has been too long alone. But remember 
this : you are to be friends, for you are both good 
friends to me.' 

She has since told me her reason for this step. 
As long as she remained, she declares that we two 
would have continued to quarrel ; and I suppose 
that she was right, for when she was gone we fell 
at once into a sort of confidentiality. 

Northmour stared after her as she went away 
over the sand-hill. 
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'She is the only woman in the world!' he ex- 
claimed with an oath. ' Look at her action.' 

I, for my part, leaped at this opportunity for a 
little further light. 

' See here, Northmour,' said I ; 'we are all in a 
tight place, are we not ? ' 

' I believe you, my boy,' he answered, looking me 
in the eyes, and with great emphasis. ' We have 
all hell upon us, that's the truth. You may believe 
me or not, but I'm afraid of my life.' 

' Tell me one thing,' said I. ' What are they 
after, these Italians? What do they want with Mr. 
Huddlestone ? ' 

' Don't you know ? ' he cried. ' The black old 
scamp had carbonaro funds on a deposit — two hun- 
dred and eighty thousand ; and of course he gambled 
it away on stocks. There was to have been a revo- 
lution in the Tridentino, or Parma ; but the revo- 
lution is off, and the whole wasp's nest is after 
Huddlestone. We shall all be lucky if we can save 
our skins.' 

' The carbonari ! ' I exclaimed ; ' Grod help him 
indeed ! ' 

' Amen ! ' said Northmour. * And now, look 
here : I have said that we are in a fix ; and, frankly, 
I shall be glad of your help. If I can't save Hud- 
dlestone, I want at least to save the girl. Come and 
stay in the pavilion ; and, there's my hand on it, I 
shall act as your friend until the old man is either 
clear or dead. But,' he added, ' once that is settled, 
you become my rival once again, and I warn you — 
mind yourself.' 

' Done ! ' said I ; and we shook hands. 

' And now let us go directly to the fort,' said 
Northmour ; and he began to lead the way through 
the rain. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

TELLS OF MY INTRODUCTION TO THE TALL MAN. 

We were admitted to the pavilion by Clara, and I 
was surprised by the completeness and security of 
the defences. A barricade of great strength, and 
yet easy to displace, supported the door against any 
violence from without; and the shutters of the 
dining-room, into which I was led directly, and 
which was feebly illuminated by a lamp, were even 
more elaborately fortified. The panels were streng- 
thened by bars and cross-bars ; and these, in their 
turn, were kept in position by a system of braces 
and struts, some abutting on the floor, some on the 
roof, and others, in fine, against the opposite wall 
of the apartment. It was at once a solid and well- 
designed piece of carpentry ; and I did not seek to 
conceal my admiration. 

' I am the engineer,' said Northmour. ' You 
remember the planks in the garden ? Behold 
them ? ' 

' I did not know you had so many talents,' said I. 

' Are you armed ? ' he continued, pointing to an 
array of guns and pistols, all in admirable order, 
which stood in line against the wall or were displayed 
upon the sideboard. 

' Thank you,' I returned ; ' I have gone armed 
since our last encounter. But, to tell you the truth, 
I have had nothing to eat since early yesterday 
evening.' 

Northmour produced some cold meat, to which 
I eagerly set myself, and a bottle of good Burgundy, 
by which, wet as I was, I did not scruple to profit. 
I have always been an extreme temperance man on 
principle ; but it is useless to push principle to ex- 
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cess, and on this occasion I believe that I finished 
three-quarters of the bottle. As I ate, I still con- 
tinued to admire the preparations for defence. 

' We could stand a siege,' I said at length. 

' Ye — es, ; drawled Northmour ; ' a very little 
one, per — haps. It is not so much the strength of 
the pavilion I misdoubt ; it is the double danger 
that kills me. If we get to shooting, wild as the 
country is some one is sure to hear it, and then — 
why then it's the same thing, only different, as they 
say : caged by law, or killed by carbonari. There's 
the choice. It is a devilish bad thing to have the 
law against you in this world, and so I tell the old 
gentleman upstairs. He is quite of my way of 
thinking.' 

' Speaking of that,' said I, ' what kind of person 
is he ? ' 

' Oh, he ! ' cried the other ; ' he's a rancid fellow, 
as far as he goes. I should like to have his neck 
wrung to-morrow by all the devils in Italy. I am 
not in this affair for him. You take me ? I made 
a bargain for Missy's hand, and I mean to have it too.' 

' That, by the way,' said I. ' I understand. But 
how will Mr. Huddlestone take my intrusion ? ' 

' Leave that to Clara,' returned Northmour. 

I could have struck him in the face for this 
coarse familiarity ; but I respected the truce, as, I 
am bound to say, did Northmour, and so long as 
the danger continued not a cloud arose in our rela- 
tion. I bear him this testimony with the most 
unfeigned satisfaction ; nor am I without pride when 
I look back upon my own behaviour. For surely 
no two men were ever left in a position so invidious 
and irritating. 

As soon as I had done- eating, we proceeded 
to inspect the lower floor. Window by window 
we tried the different supports, now and then 
making an inconsiderable change ; and the strokes 
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of the hammer sounded with startling loudness 
through the house. I proposed, I remember, to 
make loopholes ; but he told me they were already 
made in the windows of the upper story. It was 
an anxious business this inspection, and left me 
down-hearted. There were two doors and five win- 
dows to protect, and, counting Clara, only four 
of us to defend them against an unknown number 
of foes. I communicated my doubts to Northmour, 
who assured me, with unmoved composure, that he 
entirely shared them. 

'Before morning,' said he, 'we shall all be 
butchered and buried in Graden Floe. For me, that 
is written.' 

I could not help shuddering at the mention of 
the quicksand, but reminded Northmour that our 
enemies had spared me in the wood. 

' Do not flatter yourself,' said he. * Then you 
were not in the same boat with the old gentleman ; 
now you are. It's the floe for all of us, mark my words.' 

I trembled for Clara ; and just then her dear 
voice was heard calling us to come upstairs. North- 
mour showed me the way, and, when he had reached 
the landing, knocked at the door of what used to be 
called My Uncle's Bedroom, as the founder of the 
pavilion had designed it especially for himself. 

' Come in, Northmour ; come in, dear Mr. Cas- 
silis,' said a voice from within. 

Pushing open the door, Northmour admitted me 
before him into the apartment. As I came in I 
could see the daughter slipping out by the side 
door into the study, which had been prepared as her 
bedroom. In the bed, which was drawn back 
against the wall, instead of standing, as I had last 
seen it, boldly across the window, sat Bernard Hud- 
dlestone, the defaulting banker. Little as I had seen 
of him by the shifting light of the lantern on the 
links, I had no difficulty in recognising him for the 
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same. He had a long and sallow countenance, sur- 
rounded by a long red beard and side-whiskers. His 
broken nose and high cheekbones gave him some- 
what the air of a Kalmuck, and his light eyes shone 
with the excitement of a high fever. He wore a 
skull-cap of black silk ; a huge Bible lay open before 
him on the bed, with a pair of gold spectacles in the 
place, and a pile of other books lay on the stand by 
his side. The green curtains lent a cadaverous 
shade to his cheek; and, as he sat propped on pillows, 
his great stature was painfully hunched, and his 
head protruded till it overhung his knees. I believe 
if he had not died otherwise, he must have fallen a 
victim to consumption in the course of but a very 
few weeks. 

He held out to me a hand, long, thin, and dis- 
agreeably hairy. 

' Come in, come in, Mr. Cassilis,' said he. 
' Another protector — ahem ! — another protector. Al- 
ways welcome as a friend of my daughter's, Mr. 
Cassilis. How they have rallied about me, my 
daughter's friends ! May God in heaven bless and 
reward them for it ! ' 

I gave him my hand, of course, because I could 
not help it ; but the sympathy I had been prepared 
to feel for Clara's father was immediately soured by 
his appearance, and the wheedling, unreal tones in 
which he spoke. 

' Cassilis is a good man,' said Northmour ; ' worth 
ten.' 

' So I hear,' cried Mr. Huddlestone eagerly ; ' so 
my girl tells me. Ah, Mr. Cassilis, my sin has 
found me out, you see ! I am very low, very low ; 
but I hope equally penitent. We must all come to 
the throne of grace at last, Mr. Cassilis. For my 
part, I come late indeed ; but with unfeigned 
humility, I trust.' 

4 Fiddle-de-dee ! ' said Northmour roughly. 
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' No, no, dear Northmour ! ' cried the banker. 
' You must not say that ; you must not try to shake 
me. You forget, my dear, good boy, you forget I 
may be called this very night before my Maker.' 

His excitement was pitiful to behold ; and I felt 
myself grow indignant with Northmour, whose 
infidel opinions I well knew, and heartily derided, 
as he continued to taunt the poor sinner out of his 
humour of repentance. 

' Pooh, my dear Huddlestone ! ' said he. ' You 
do yourself injustice. You are a man of the world 
inside and out, and were up to all kinds of mischief 
before I was born. Your conscience is tanned like 
South American leather — only you forgot to tan 
your liver, and that, if you will believe me, is the 
seat of the annoyance.' 

' Eogue, rogue ! bad boy ! ' said Mr. Huddlestone, 
shaking his finger. ' I am no precisian, if you come 
to that ; I always hated a precisian ; but I never 
lost hold of something better through it all. I have 
been a bad boy, Mr. Cassilis ; I do not seek to deny 
that ; but it was after my wife's death, and you 
know, with a widower, it's a different thing : sinful 
— I won't say no ; but there is a gradation, we shall 

hope. And talking of that Hark ! ' he broke 

out suddenly, his hand raised, his fingers spread, his 
face racked with interest and terror. ' Only the 
rain, bless Grod ! ' he added, after a pause, and with 
indescribable relief. 

For some seconds he lay back among the pillows 
like a man near to fainting ; then he gathered him- 
self together, and, in somewhat tremulous tones, 
began once more to thank me for the share I was 
prepared to take in his defence. 

' One question, sir,' said I, when he had paused. 
' Is it true that you have money with you ? ' 

He seemed annoyed by the question, but ad- 
mitted with reluctance that he had a little. 
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' Well,' I continued, ' it is their money they are 
after, is it not ? Why not give it up to them ? ' 

' Ah ! ' replied he, shaking his head, ' I have 
tried that already, Mr. Cassilis ; and alas that it 
should be so ! but it is blood they want.' 

' Huddlestone, that's a little less than fair,' said 
Northmour. ' You should mention that what you 
offered them was upwards of two hundred thousand 
short. The deficit is worth a reference ; it is for 
what they call a cool sum, Frank. Then, you see, 
the fellows reason in their clear Italian way ; and it 
seems to them, as indeed it seems to me, that they 
may just as well have both while they're about it — 
money and blood together, by George, and no more 
trouble for the extra pleasure.' 

' Is it in the pavilion ? ' I asked. 

'It is ; and I wish it were in the bottom of the 
sea instead,' said Northmour; and then suddenly — 
* What are you making faces at me for ? ' he cried 
to Mr. Huddlestone, on whom I had unconsciously 
turned my back. ' Do you think Cassilis would sell 
you ? ' 

Mr. Huddlestone protested that nothing had 
been further from his mind. 

' It is a good thing,' retorted Northmour in his 
ugliest manner. ' You might end by wearying us. 
What were you going to say ? ' he added, turning to 
me. 

' I was going to propose an occupation for the 
afternoon,' said I. ' Let us carry that money out, 
piece by piece, and lay it down before the pavilion 
door. If the carbonari come, why, it's theirs at any 
rate.' 

' No, no,' cried Mr. Huddlestone ; ' it does not, 
it cannot belong to them ! It should be distributed 
pro rata among all my creditors.' 

' Come now, Huddlestone,' said Northmour, 
' none of that.' 



224 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

' Well, but my daughter,' moaned the wretched 
man. 

' Your daughter will do well enough. Here are 
two suitors, Cassilis and I, neither of us beggars, 
between whom she has to choose. And as for your- 
self, to make an end of arguments, you have no 
right to a farthing, and, unless I'm much mistaken, 
you are going to die.' 

It was certainly very cruelly said ; but Mr. 
Huddlestone was a man who attracted little sym- 
pathy ; and, although I saw him wince and shudder, 
I mentally endorsed the rebuke ; nay, I added a 
contribution of my own. 

' Northmour and I,' I said, * are willing enough 
to help you to save your life, but not to escape with 
stolen property.' 

He struggled for a while with himself, as though 
he were on the point of giving way to anger, but 
prudence had the best of the controversy. 

' My dear boys,' he said, ' do with me or my 
money what you will. I leave all in your hands. 
Let me compose myself.' 

And so we left him, gladly enough I am sure. 
The last that I saw, he had once more taken up his 
great Bible, and with tremulous hands was adjusting 
his spectacles to read. 



CHAPTER VII. 

TELLS HOW A WORD WAS CRIED THROUGH THE 
PAVILION WINDOW. 

The recollection of that afternoon will always be 
graven on my mind. Northmour and I were per- 
suaded that an attack was imminent ; and if it had 
been in our power to alter in any way the order of 
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events, that power would have been used to preci- 
pitate rather than delay the critical moment. The 
worst was to be anticipated ; yet we could conceive 
no extremity so miserable as the suspense we were 
now suffering. I have never been an eager, though 
always a great, reader ; but I never knew books so 
insipid as those which I took up and cast aside that 
afternoon in the pavilion. Even talk became im- 
possible, as the hours went on. One or other was 
always listening for some sound, or peering from an 
upstairs window over the links. And yet not a sign 
indicated the presence of our foes. 

We debated over and over again my proposal 
with regai'd to the money ; and had we been in com- 
plete possession of our faculties, I am sure we should 
have condemned it as unwise ; but we were flustered 
with alarm, grasped at a straw, and determined, 
although it was as much as advertising Mr. Huddle- 
stone's presence in the pavilion, to carry my pro- 
posal into effect. 

The sum was part in specie, part in bank paper, 
and part in circular notes payable to the name of 
James Gregory. We took it out, counted it, en- 
closed it once more in a despatch-box belonging to 
Northmour, and prepared a letter in Italian which 
he tied to the handle. It was signed by both of us 
under oath, and declared that this was all the money 
which had escaped the failure of the house of Huddle- 
stone. This was, perhaps, the maddest action ever 
perpetrated by two persons professing to be sane. Had 
the despatch-box fallen into other hands than those for 
which it was intended, we stood criminally convicted 
on our own written testimony ; but, as I have said, 
we were neither of us in a condition to judge soberly, 
and had a thirst for action that drove us to do some- 
thing, right or wrong, rather than endure the agony 
of waiting. Moreover, as we were both convinced 
that the hollows of the links were alive with hidden 
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spies upon our movements, we hoped that our 
appearance with the box might lead to a parley, and, 
perhaps, a compromise. 

It was nearly three when we issued from the 
pavilion. The rain had taken off; the sun shone 
quite cheerfully. I have never seen the gulls fly so 
close about the house or approach so fearlessly to 
human beings. On the very doorstep one flapped 
heavily past our heads, and uttered its wild cry in 
my very ear. 

' There is an omen for you,' said Northmour, who 
like all freethinkers was much under the influence 
of superstition. ' They think we are already dead.' 

I made some light rejoinder, but it was with half 
my heart ; for the circumstance had impressed me. 

A yard or two before the gate, on a patch of 
smooth turf, we set down the despatch-box ; and 
Northmour waved a white handkerchief over his head. 
Nothing replied. We raised our voices, and cried 
aloud in Italian that we were there as ambassadors 
to arrange the quarrel ; but the stillness remained 
unbroken save by the sea-gulls and the surf. I had 
a weight at my heart when we desisted ; and I saw 
that even Northmour was unusually pale. He looked 
over his shoulder nervously, as though he feared that 
someone had crept between him and the pavilion 
door. 

' By Grod,' he said in a whisper, ' this is too much 
for me ! ' 

I replied in the same key : ' Suppose there should 
be none, after all ! ' 

'Look there,' he returned, nodding with his 
head, as though he had been afraid to point. 

I glanced in the direction indicated ; and there, 
from the northern quarter of the Sea- Wood, beheld a 
thin column of smoke rising steadily against the now 
cloudless sky. 

* Northmour,' I said (we still continued to talk in 
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whispers), 'it is not possible to endure this suspense. 
I prefer death fifty times over. Stay you here to 
watch the pavilion ; I will go forward and make 
sure, if I have to walk right into their camp.' 

He looked once again all round him with 
puckered eyes, and then nodded assentingly to my 
proposal. 

My heart beat like a sledge-hammer as I set out 
walking rapidly in the direction of the smoke ; and, 
though up to that moment I had felt chill and 
shivering, I was suddenly conscious of a glow of heat 
over all my body. The ground in this direction was 
very uneven ; a hundred men might have lain hidden 
in as many square yards about my path. But I had 
not practised the business in vain, chose such routes 
as cut at the very root of concealment, and, by 
keeping along the most convenient ridges, com- 
manded several hollows at a time. It was not long 
before I was rewarded for my caution. Coming 
suddenly on to a mound somewhat more elevated 
than the surrounding hummocks, I saw, not thirty 
vards away, a man bent almost double, and running 
as fast as his attitude permitted, along the bottom 
of a gully. I had dislodged one of the spies from 
his ambush. As soon as I sighted him, I called 
loudly both in English and Italian ; and he, seeing 
concealment was no longer possible, straightened 
himself out, leaped from the gully, and made off as 
straight as an arrow for the borders of the wood. 

It was none of my business to pursue ; I had 
learned what I wanted — that we were beleaguered and 
watched in the pavilion ; and I returned at once, 
and walking as nearly as possible in my old foot- 
steps, to where Northmour awaited me beside the 
despatch-box. He was even paler than when I had 
left him, and his voice shook a little. 

' Could you see what he was like ? ' he asked. 
' He kept his back turned,' I replied. 
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'Let us get into the house, Frank. I don't 
think I'm a coward, but I can stand no more of 
this,' he whispered. 

All was still and sunshiny about the pavilion as 
we turned to re-enter it ; even the gulls had flown in a 
wider circuit, and were seen flickering along the beach 
and sand-hills ; and this loneliness terrified me more 
than a regiment under arms. It was not until the 
door was barricaded that I could draw a full inspira- 
tion and relieve the weight that lay upon my bosom. 
Northmour and I exchanged a steady glance ; and 
I suppose each made his own reflections on the white 
and startled aspect of the other. 

' You were right,' I said. ' All is over. Shake 
hands, old man, for the last time.' 

' Yes,' replied he, ' I will shake hands ; for, as 
sure as I am here, I bear no malice. But, remem- 
ber, if, by some impossible accident, we should give 
the slip to these blackguards, I'll take the upper 
hand of you by fair or foul.' 

' Oh,' said I, ' you weary me ! ' 
He seemed hurt, and walked away in silence to 
the foot of the stairs, where he paused. 

'■You do not understand,' said he. ' I am not a 
swindler, and I guard myself; that is all. It may 
weary you or not, Mr. Cassilis, I do not care a rush ; 
I speak for my own satisfaction, and not for your 
amusement. You had better go upstairs and court 
the girl ; for my part, I stay here.' 

' And I stay with you,' I returned. 'Do you think 
I would steal a march, even with your permission ? ' 
' Frank,' he said, smiling, ' it's a pity you are an 
ass, for you have the makings of a man. I think I 
must be fey to-day ; you cannot irritate me even 
when you try. Do you know,' he continued softly, 
* I think we are the two most miserable men in 
England, you and I ? we have got on to thirty with- 
out wife or child, or so much as a shop to look after 
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— poor, pitiful, lost devils, both ! And now we clash 
about a girl ! As if there were not several millions 
in the United Kingdom ! Ah, Frank, Frank, the 
one who loses this throw, be it you or me, he has my 
pity I It were better for him — how does the Bible 
say ? — that a millstone were hanged about his neck 
and he were cast into the depth of the sea. Let us 
take a drink,' he concluded suddenly, but without 
any levity of tone. 

I was touched by his words, and consented. He 
sat down on the table in the dining-room, and held 
up the glass of sherry to his eye. 

' If you beat me, Frank,' he said, ' I shall take to 
drink. What will you do, if it goes the other way ? ' 
' God knows,' I returned. 

' Well,' said he, ' here is a toast in the meantime : 
" Italia irredenta ! " ' 

The remainder of the day was passed in the same 
dreadful tedium and suspense. I laid the table for 
dinner, while Northmour and Clara prepared the 
meal together in the kitchen. I could hear their 
talk as I went to and fro, and was surprised to 
find it ran all the time upon myself. Northmour 
again bracketed us together, and rallied Clara on a 
choice of husbands ; but he continued to speak of 
me with some feeling, and uttered nothing to my 
prejudice unless he included himself in the condem- 
nation. This awakened a sense of gratitude in my 
heart, which combined with the immediateness of our 
peril to fill my eyes with tears. After all, I thought 
— and perhaps the thought was laughably vain — we 
were here three very noble human beings to perish in 
defence of a thieving banker. 

Before we sat down to table, I looked forth from 
an upstairs window. The day was beginning to 
decline ; the links were utterly deserted ; the de- 
spatch-box still lay untouched where we had left it 
hours before. 
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Mr. Huddlestone, in a long yellow dressing-gown, 
took one end of the table, Clara the other ; while 
Northmour and I faced each other from the sides. 
The lamp was brightly trimmed ; the wine was good; 
the viands, although mostly cold, excellent of their 
sort. We seemed to have agreed tacitly ; all reference 
to the impending catastrophe was carefully avoided ; 
and, considering our tragic circumstances, we made 
a merrier party than could have been expected. 
From time to time, it is true, Northmour or I 
would rise from table and make a round of the 
defences ; and, on each of these occasions, Mr. 
Huddlestone was recalled to a sense of his tragic 
predicament, glanced up with ghastly eyes, and bore 
for an instant on his countenance the stamp of terror. 
But he hastened to empty his glass, wiped his fore- 
head with his handkerchief, and joined again in the 
conversation. 

I was astonished at the wit and information 
he displayed. Mr. Huddlestone's was certainly no 
ordinary character ; he had read and observed 
for himself; his gifts were sound; and, though I 
could never have learned to love the man, I began to 
understand his success in business, and the great 
respect in which he had been held before his failure. 
He had, above all, the talent of society ; and though 
I never heard him speak but on this one and most 
unfavourable occasion, I set him down among the 
most brilliant conversationalists I ever met. 

He was relating with great gusto, and seemingly 
no feeling of shame, the manoeuvres of a scoundrelly 
commission merchant whom he had known and 
studied in his youth, and we were all listening with 
an odd mixture of mirth and embarrassment, when 
our little party was brought abruptly to an end in 
the most startling manner. 

A Doise like that of a wet finger on the window- 
pane interrupted Mr. Huddlestone's tale ; and in an 
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instant we were all four as white as paper, and sat 
tongue-tied and motionless round the table. 

' A snail,' I said at last ; for I had heard that these 
animals make a noise somewhat similar in character. 

' Snail be d — d ! ' said Northmour. ' Hush ! ' 

The same sound was repeated twice at regular 
intervals ; and then a formidable voice shouted 
through the shutters the Italian word ' Traditore ! ' 

Mr. Huddlestone threw his head in the air; hiss 
eyelids quivered ; next moment he fell insensible 
below the table. Northmour and I had each run to 
the armoury and seized a gun. Clara was on her feet 
with her hand at her throat. 

So we stood waiting, for we thought the hour of 
attack was certainly come ; but second passed after 
second, and all but the surf remained silent in the 
neighbourhood of the pavilion. 

' Quick,' said Northmour ; ' upstairs with him 
before they come.' 



CHAPTER VIII. 

TELLS THE LAST OF THE TALL MAN. 

Somehow or other, by hook and crook, and between 
the three of us, we got Bernard Huddlestone bundled 
upstairs and laid upon the bed in My Uncle's Room. 
During the whole process, which was rough enough, 
he gave no sign of consciousness, and he remained, 
as we had thrown him, without changing the position 
of a finger. His daughter opened his shirt and began 
to wet his head and bosom ; while Northmour and I 
ran to the window. The weather continued clear ; 
the moon, which was now about full, had risen and 
shed a very clear light upon the links ; yet, strain 
our eyes as we might, we could distinguish nothing 
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moving. A few dark spots, more or less, on the 
uneven expanse were not to be identified; they might 
be crouching men, they might be shadows ; it was 
impossible to be sure. 

'Thank Grod,' said Northmour, 'Aggie is not 
coming to-night.' 

Aggie was the name of the old nurse ; he had not 
thought of her till now ; but that he should think of 
her at all, was a trait that surprised me in the man. 

We were again reduced to waiting. Northmour 
went to the fireplace and spread his hands before the 
red embers, as if he were cold. I followed him 
mechanically with my eyes, and in so doing turned my 
back upon the window. At that moment a very faint 
report was audible from without, and a ball shivered 
a pane of glass, and buried itself in the shutter two 
inches from my head. I heard Clara scream; and 
though I whipped instantly out of range and into 
a corner, she was there, so to speak, before me, 
beseeching to know if I were hurt. I felt that I 
could stand to be shot at every day and all day long, 
with such marks of solicitude for a reward ; and I 
continued to reassure her, with the tenderest caresses 
and in complete forgetfulness of our situation, till 
the voice of Northmour recalled me to myself. 

' An air-gun,' he said. ' They wish to make no 



noise.' 



I put Clara aside, and looked at him. He was 
standing with his back to the fire and his hands 
clasped behind him ; and I knew by the black look 
on his face, that passion was boiling within. I had 
seen just such a look before he attacked me, that 
March night, in the adjoining chamber ; and, though 
I could make every allowance for his anger, I confess 
I trembled for the consequences. He gazed straight 
before him ; but he could see us with the tail of 
his eye, and his temper kept rising like a gale of 
Wind. With regular battle awaiting us outside, this 
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prospect of an internecine strife within the walls 
began to daunt me. 

Suddenly, as I was thus closely watching his 
expression and prepared against the worst, I saw a 
change, a flash, a look of relief, upon his face. He 
took up the lamp which stood beside him on the table, 
and turned to us with an air of some excitement. 

' There is one point that we must know,' said he. 
' Are they going to butcher the lot of us, or only 
Huddlestone ? Did they take you for him, or fire at 
you for your own beaux yeux ? ' 

'They took me for him, for certain,' I replied. 
' I am near as tall, and my head is fair.' 

'I am going to make sure,' returned Northmour; 
and he stepped up to the window, holding the lamp 
above his head, and stood there, quietly affronting 
death, for half a minute. 

Clara sought to rush forward and pull him from 
the place of danger ; but I had the pardonable selfish- 
ness to hold her back by force. 

' Yes,' said Northmour, turning coolly from the 
window ; ' it's only Huddlestone they want.' 

' Oh, Mr. Northmour ! ' cried Clara ; but found 
no more to add; the temerity she had just witnessed 
seeming beyond the reach of words. 

He, on his part, looked at me, cocking his head, 
with a fire of triumph in his eyes ; and I understood 
at once that he had thus hazarded his life, merely to 
attract Clara's notice, and depose me from my position 
as the hero of the hour. He snapped his fingers. 

' The fire is only beginning,' said he. ' When 
they warm up to their work, they won't be so 
particular.' 

A voice was now heard hailing us from the 
entrance. From the window we could see the figure 
of a man in the moonlight ; he stood motionless, his 
face uplifted to ours, and a rag of something white 
on his extended arm ; and as we looked right down 
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upon hira, though he was a good many yards distant 
on the links, we could see the moonlight glitter on 
his eyes. 

He opened his lips again, and spoke for some 
minutes on end, in a key so loud that he might have 
been heard in every corner of the pavilion, and as far 
away as the borders of the wood. It was the same 
voice that had already shouted ' Traditore ! ' through 
the shutters of the dining-room ; this time it made 
a complete and clear statement. If the traitor 
' Oddlestone ' were given up, all others should be 
spared ; if not, no one should escape to tell the tale. 

' Well, Huddlestone, what do you say to that ? ' 
asked Northmour, turning to the bed. 

Up to that moment the banker had given no sign 
of life, and I, at least, had supposed him to be still 
lying in a faint ; but he replied at once, and in such 
tones as I have never heard elsewhere, save from a 
delirious patient, adjured and besought us not to 
desert him. It was the most hideous and abject 
performance that my imagination can conceive. 

' Enough,' cried Northmour ; and then he threw 
open the window, leaned out into the night, and 
in a tone of exultation, and with a total forget- 
fulness of what was due to the presence of a lady, 
poured out upon the ambassador a string of the most 
abominable raillery both in English and Italian, and 
bade him be gone where he had come from. I 
believe that nothing so delighted Northmour at that 
moment as the thought that we must all infallibly 
perish before the night was out. 

Meantime the Italian put his flag of truce into 
his pocket, and disappeared, at a leisurely pace, 
among the sand-hills. 

' They make honourable war,' said Northmour. 
'They are all gentlemen and soldiers. For the 
credit of the thing, I wish we could change sides — 
you and T, Frank, and you too, Missy my darling — 
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and leave that being on the bed to someone else. 
Tut ! Don't look shocked ! We are all going post 
to what they call eternity, and may as well be above- 
board while there's time. As far as I'm concerned, 
if I could first strangle Huddlestone and then get 
Clara in my arms, I could die with some pride 
and satisfaction. And as it is, by God, I'll have 
a kiss ! ' 

Before I could do anything to interfere, he had 
rudely embraced and repeatedly kissed the resisting 
girl. Next moment I had pulled him away with 
fury, and flung him heavily against the wall. He 
laughed loud and long, and I feared his wits had 
given way under the strain ; for even in the best 
of days he had been a sparing and a quiet laugher. 

' Now, Frank,' said he, when his mirth was 
somewhat appeased, ' it's your turn. Here's my 
hand. Good-bye ; farewell ! ' Then, seeing me 
stand rigid and indignant, and holding Clara to 
my side — ' Man ! ' he broke out, ' are you angry ? 
Did you think we were going to die with all the airs 
and graces of society ? I took a kiss ; I'm glad I 
had it ; and now you can take another if you like, 
and square accounts.' 

I turned from him with a feeling of contempt 
which I did not seek to dissemble. 

' As you please,' said he. ' You've been a prig 
in life ; a prig you'll die.' 

And with that he sat down in a chair, a rifle 
over his knee, and amused himself with snapping 
the lock ; but I could see that his ebullition of light 
spirits (the only one I ever knew him to display) 
had already come to an end, and was succeeded by a 
sullen, scowling humour. 

All this time our assailants might have been 
entering the house, and we been none the wiser ; we 
had in truth almost forgotten the danger that so 
imminently overhung our days. But just then 
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Mr. Huddlestone uttered a cry, and leaped from the 
bed. 

I asked him what was wrong. 

' Fire I ' he cried. ' They have set the house on 
fire!' 

Northmour was on his feet in an instant, and he 
and I ran through the door of communication with 
the study. The room was illuminated by a red and 
angry light. Almost at the moment of our entrance, 
a tower of flame arose in front of the window, and, 
with a tingling report, a pane fell inwards on the 
carpet. They had set fire to the lean-to outhouse, 
where Northmour used to nurse his negatives. 

' Hot work,' said Northmour. ' Let us try in 
your old room.' 

We ran thither in a breath, threw up the case- 
ment, and looked forth. Along the whole back wall 
of the pavilion piles of fuel had been arranged and 
kindled ; and it is probable they had been drenched 
with mineral oil, for, in spite of the morning's rain, 
they all burned bravely. The fire had taken a firm 
hold already on the outhouse, which blazed higher 
and higher every moment ; the back door was in the 
centre of a red-hot bonfire ; the eaves we could see, 
as we looked upward, were already smouldering, for 
the roof overhung, and was supported by consider- 
able beams of wood. At the same time, hot, 
pungent, and choking volumes of smoke began to 
fill the house. There was not a human being to be 
seen to right or left. 

'Ah, welll' said Northmour, 'here's the end, 
thank God.' 

And we returned to My Uncle's Room. Mr. 
Huddlestone was putting on his boots, still violently 
trembling, but with an air of determination such 
as I had not hitherto observed. Clara stood close 
by him, with her cloak in both hands ready to 
throw about her shoulders, and a strange look in her 
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eyes, as if she were half hopeful, half doubtful 
of her father. 

'Well, boys and girls,' said North mour, 'hov 
about a sally ? The oven is heating ; it is not 
good to stay here and be baked ; and, for rny part, 
I want to come to my hands with them, and be 
done.' 

' There is nothing else left,' I replied. 

And both Clara and Mr. Huddlestone, though 
with a very different intonation, added, ' Nothing.' 

As we went downstairs the heat was excessive, 
and the roaring of the fire filled our ears ; and we 
had scarce reached the passage before the stairs 
window fell in, a branch of flame shot brandishing 
through the aperture, and the interior of the 
pavilion became lit up with that dreadful and 
fluctuating glare. At the same moment we heard 
the fall of something heavy and inelastic in the 
upper story. The whole pavilion, it was plain, had 
gone alight like a box of matches, and now not only 
flamed sky-high to land and sea, but threatened with 
every moment to crumble and fall in about our ears. 

Northmour and I cocked our revolvers. Mr. 
Huddlestone, who had already refused a firearm, put 
us behind him with a manner of command. 

' Let Clara open the door,' said he. ' So, if they 
fire a volley, she will be protected. And in the 
meantime stand behind me. I am the scapegoat ; 
my sins have found me out.' 

I heard him, as I stood breathless by his shoulder, 
with my pistol ready, pattering off prayers in a 
tremulous, rapid whisper ; and I confess, horrid as 
the thought may seem, I despised him for thinking 
of supplications in a moment so critical and thrill- 
ing. In the meantime, Clara, who was dead white 
but still possessed her faculties, had displaced the 
barricade from the front door. Another moment, 
and she had pulled it open. Firelight and moon- 
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light illuminated the links with confused and 
changeful lustre, and far away against the sky we 
could see a long trail of glowing smoke. 

Mr. Huddlestone, filled for the moment with a 
strength greater than his own, struck Northmour and 
myself a back-hander in the chest ; and while we were 
thus for the moment incapacitated from action, lift- 
ing his arms above his head like one about to dive, 
he ran straight forward out of the pavilion. 

' Here am I ! ' he cried — ' Huddlestone ! Kill 
me, and spare the others ! ' 

His sudden appearance daunted, I suppose, our 
hidden enemies ; for Northmour and I had time to 
recover, to seize Clara between us, one by each arm, 
and to rush forth to his assistance, ere anything 
further had taken place. But scarce had we passed 
the threshold when there came near a dozen reports 
and flashes from every direction among the hollows 
of the links. Mr. Huddlestone staggered, uttered a 
weird and freezing cry, threw up his arms over his 
head, and fell backward on the turf. 

' Traditore ! Traditore I ' cried the invisible 
avengers. 

Aud just then, a part of the roof of the pavilion 
fell in, so rapid was the progress of the fire. A 
loud, vague, and horrible noise accompanied the 
collapse, and a vast volume of flame went soaring up 
to heaven. It must have been visible at that 
moment from twenty miles out at sea, from the 
shore at Grraden Wester, arid far inland from the 
peak of Graystiel, the most eastern summit of the 
Caulder Hills. Bernard Huddlestone, although Grod 
knows what were his obsequies, had a fine pyre at 
the moment of his death. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

TELLS HOW NORTHMOUR CARRIED OUT HIS THREAT. 

I should have the greatest difficulty to tell you 
what followed next after this tragic circumstance. 
It is all to me, as I look back upon it, mixed, 
strenuous, and ineffectual, like the struggles of 
a sleeper in a nightmare. Clara, I remember, 
uttered a broken sigh and would have fallen forward 
to earth, had not Northmour and I supported her 
insensible body. I do not think we were attacked ; 
I do not remember even to have seen an assailant ; 
and I believe we deserted Mr. Huddlestone without 
a glance. I only remember running like a man 
in a panic, now carrying Clara altogether in my 
own arms, now sharing her weight with Northmour, 
now scuffling confusedly for the possession of that 
dear burden. Why we should have made for my 
camp in the Hemlock Den, or how we reached it, 
are points lost for ever to my recollection. The 
first moment at which I became definitely sure, 
Clara had been suffered to fall against the outside 
of my little tent, Northmour and I were tumbling 
together on the ground, and he, with contained 
ferocity, was striking for my head with the butt of 
his revolver. He had already twice wounded me on 
the scalp ; and it is to the consequent loss of blood 
that I am tempted to attribute the sudden clearness 
of my mind. 

I caught him by the wrist. 

'Northmour,' I remember saying, 'you can kill 
me afterwards. Let us first attend to Clara.' 

He was at that moment uppermost. Scarcely 
had the words passed my lips, when he had leaped 
to his feet and ran towards the tent ; and the next 
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moment, he was straining Clara to his heart and 
covering her unconscious hands and face with his 
caresses. 

' Shame ! ' I cried. ' Shame to you, Northmour ! ' 

And, giddy though I still was, I struck him 
repeatedly upon the head and shoulders. 

He relinquished his grasp, and faced me in the 
broken moonlight. 

' I had you under, and I let you go,' said he ; 
' and now you strike me ! Coward ! ' 

' You are the coward,' I retorted. ' Did she 
wish your kisses while she was still sensible of what 
she wanted ? Not she ! And now she may be 
dying ; and you waste this precious time, and abuse 
her helplessness. Stand aside, and let me help 
her.' 

He confronted me for a moment, white and 
menacing ; then suddenly he stepped aside. 

' Help her then,' said he. 

I threw myself on my knees beside her, and 
loosened, as well as I was able, her dress and 
corset; but while I was thus engaged, a grasp 
descended on my shoulder. 

' Keep your hands off her,' said Northmour 
fiercely. ' Do you think I have no blood in my 
veins ? ' 

' Northmour,' I cried, ' if you will neither help 
her yourself, nor let me do so, do you know that I 
shall have to kill you ? ' 

' That is better ! ' he cried. ' Let her die also, 
where's the harm ? Step aside from that girl ! and 
stand up to fight.' 

' You will observe,' said I, half rising, ' that I 
have not kissed her yet.' 

' I dare you to,' he cried. 

I do not know what possessed me ; it was 
one of the things I am most ashamed of in 
my life, though, as my wife used to say, I knew 
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that my kisses would be always welcome were she 
dead or living ; down I fell again upon my knees, 
parted the hair from her forehead, and, with the 
dearest respect, laid my lips for a moment on 
that cold brow. It was such a caress as a father 
might have given ; it was such a one as was not 
unbecoming from a man soon to die to a woman 
already dead. 

' And now,' said I, ' I am at your service, Mr. 
Xorthmour.' 

But I saw, to my surprise, that he had turned 
his back upon me. 

' Do you hear ? ' I asked. 

' Yes,' said he, ' I do. If you wish to fight, I am 
ready. If not, go on and save Clara. All is one to 



me.' 



I did not wait to be twice bidden ; but, stooping 
again over Clara, continued my efforts to revive 
her. She still lay white and lifeless ; I began 
to fear that her sweet spirit had indeed fled beyond 
recall, and horror and a sense of utter desolation 
seized upon my heart. I called her by name with 
the most endearing inflections ; I chafed and beat 
her hands ; now I laid her head low, now supported 
it against my knee ; but all seemed to be in vain, 
and the lids still lay heavy on her eyes. 

' Northmour,' I said, ' there is my hat. For 
God's sake bring some water from the spring.' 

Almost in a moment he was by my side with the 
water. 

' I have brought it in my own,' he said. ' You 
do not grudge me the privilege ? ' 

' Xorthmouv,' I was beginning to say, as I laved 
her head and breast ; but he interrupted me 
savagely. 

' Oh, you hush up ! ' he said. ' The best thing 
you can do is to say nothing.' 

I had certainly no desire to talk, my mind being 

u 
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swallowed up in concern for my dear love and her 
condition ; so I continued in silence to do my best 
towards her recovery, and, when the hat was empty, 
returned it to him, with one word — ' More.' He 
had, perhaps, gone several times upon this errand, 
when Clara reopened her eyes. 

' Now,' said he, ' since she is better, you can 
spare me, can you not ? I wish you a good night, 
Mr. Cassilis.' 

And with that he was gone among the thicket. 
I made a fire, for I had now no fear of the Italians, 
who had even spared all the little possessions left 
in my encampment ; and, broken as she was by 
the excitement and the hideous catastrophe of the 
evening, I managed, in one way or another — by 
persuasion, encouragement, warmth, and such simple 
remedies as I could lay my hand on — to bring her 
back to some composure of mind and strength of 
body. 

Day had already come, when a sharp ' Hist ! ' 
sounded from the thicket. I started from the 
ground ; but the voice of Northmour was heard 
adding, in the most tranquil tones: 'Come here, 
Cassilis, and alone ; I want to show you something.' 

I consulted Clara with my eyes, and, receiving 
her tacit permission, left her alone, and clambered 
out of the den. At some distance off I saw North- 
mour leaning against an elder ; and, as soon as he 
perceived me, he began walking seaward. I had 
almost overtaken him as he reached the outskirts of 
the wood. 

6 Look,' said he, pausing. 

A couple of steps more brought me out of the 
foliage. The light of the morning lay cold and 
clear over that well-known scene. The pavilion was 
but a blackened wreck ; the roof had fallen in, one 
of the gables had fallen out ; and, far and near, the 
face of the links was cicatrised with little patches of 



THE PAVILION ON THE LINKS. 243 

burnt furze. Thick smoke still went straight up- 
wards in the windless air of the morning, and a great 
pile of ardent cinders filled the bare walls of the 
house, like coals in an open grate. Close by the 
islet a schooner yacht lay to, and a well-manned 
boat was pulling vigorously for the shore. 

'The Red Earl!' I cried. 'The Red Earl 
twelve hours too late ! ' 

' Feel in your pocket, Frank. Are you armed ? ' 
asked Northmour. 

I obeyed him, and I think I must have become 
deadly pale. My revolver had been taken from me. 

' You see I have you in my power,' he continued. 
' I disarmed you last night while you were nursing 
Clara ; but this morning — here — take your pistol. 
No thanks ! ' he cried, holding up his hand. 'I do 
not like them ; that is the only way you can annoy 
me now.' 

He began to walk forward across the links to 
meet the boat, and I followed a step or two behind. 
In front of the pavilion I paused to see where Mr. 
Huddlestone had fallen ; but there was no sign of 
him, nor so much as a trace of blood. 

' Graden Floe,' said Northmour. 

He continued to advance till we had come to the 
head of the beach. 

' No farther, please,' said he. ' Would you like 
to take her to Graden House ? ' 

' Thank you,' replied I ; ' I shall try to get her 
to the minister's at Graden Wester.' 

The prow of the boat here grated on the beach, 
and a sailor jumped ashore with a line in his hand. 

' Wait a minute, lads ! ' cried Northmour ; and 
then lower and to my private ear : ' You had better 
F:iy nothing of all this to her,' he added. 

' On the contrary ! ' I broke out, ' she shall know 
everything that I can tell.' 

' You do not understand,' he returned, with an 



244 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

air of great dignity. ' It will be nothing to her ; 
she expects it of me. Good-bye 1 ' he added, with 
a nod. 

I offered him my hand. 

' Excuse me,' said he. ' It's small, I know ; but 
I can't push things quite so far as that. I don't 
wish any sentimental business, to sit by your hearth 
a white-haired wanderer, and all that. Quite the 
contrary : I hope to God I shall never again clap 
eyes on either one of you.' 

' Well, God bless you, Northmour ! ' I said 
heartily. 

' Oh, yes,' he returned. 

He walked down the beach ; and the man who 
was ashore gave him an arm on board, and then 
shoved off and leaped into the bows himself. 
Northmour took the tiller; the boat rose to the 
waves, and the oars between the thole-pins sounded 
crisp and measured in the morning air. 

They were not yet halfway to the Red Earl, 
and I was still watching their progress, when the 
sun rose out of the sea. 

One word more, and my story is done. Years 
after, Northmour was killed fighting under the 
colours of Garibaldi for the liberation of the Tyrol. 



A LODGING FOR THE NIGHT: 

A STORY OF FRANCIS VILLON. 

It was late in November 1456. The snow fell over 
Paris with rigorous, relentless persistence ; some- 
times the wind made a sally and scattered it in 
flying vortices ; sometimes there was a lull, and 
flake after flake descended out of the black night 
air, silent, circuitous, interminable. To poor people, 
looking up under moist eyebrows, it seemed a 
wonder where it all came from. Master Francis 
Villon had propounded an alternative that afternoon, 
at a tavern window : was it only Pagan Jupiter 
plucking geese upon Olympus ? or were the holy 
angels moulting ? He was only a poor Master of Arts, 
he went on ; and as the question somewhat touched 
upon divinity, he durst not venture to conclude. A 
silly old priest from Montargis, who was among the 
company, treated the young rascal to a bottle of 
wine in honour of the jest and the grimaces with 
which it was accompanied, and swore on his own 
white beard that he had been just such another 
irreverent dog when he was Villon's age. 

The air was raw and pointed, but not far below 
freezing ; and the flakes were large, damp, and 
adhesive. The whole city was sheeted up. An 
army might have marched from end to end and not 
a footfall given the alarm. If there were any be- 
lated birds in heaven, they saw the island like a 
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large white patch, and the bridges like slim white 
spars, on the black ground of the river. High up 
overhead the snow settled among the tracery of the 
cathedral towers. Many a niche was drifted full ; 
many a statue wore a long white bonnet on its 
grotesque or sainted head. The gargoyles had been 
transformed into great false noses, drooping towards 
the point. The crockets were like upright pillows 
swollen on one side. In the intervals of the wind, 
there was a dull sound of dripping about the pre- 
cincts of the church. 

The cemetery of St. John had taken its own 
share of the snow. All the graves were decently 
covered ; tall white housetops stood around in grave 
array ; worthy burghers were long ago in bed, be- 
nightcapped like their domiciles ; there was no light 
in all the neighbourhood but a little peep from a 
lamp that hung swinging in the church choir, and 
tossed the shadows to and fro in time to its oscilla- 
tions. The clock was hard on ten when the patrol 
went by with halberds and a lantern, beating their 
hands ; and they saw nothing suspicious about the 
cemetery of St. John. 

Yet there was a small house, backed up against 
the cemetery wall, which was still awake, and awake 
to evil purpose, in that snoring district. There was 
not much to betray it from without ; only a stream 
of warm vapour from the chimney-top, a patch 
where the snow melted on the roof, and a few half- 
obliteiuled footprints at the door. But within, 
behind the shuttered windows, Master Francis Villon 
the poet, and some of the thievish crew with whom 
he consorted, were keeping the night alive and pass- 
in a: round the bottle. 

A great pile of living embers diffused a strong 
and ruddy glow from the arched chimney. Before 
this straddled Dom Nicolas, the Picardy monk, with 
his skirts picked up and his fat legs bared to the 
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comfortable warmth. His dilated shadow cut the 
room in half ; and the firelight only escaped on 
either side of his broad person, and in a little pool 
between his outspread feet. His face had the beery, 
bruised appearance of the continual drinker's ; it was 
covered with a network of congested veins, purple 
in ordinary circumstances, but now pale violet, for 
even with his back to the fire the cold pinched 
him on the other side. His cowl had half fallen 
back, and made a strange excrescence on either side 
of his bull neck. So he straddled, grumbling, and 
cut the room in half with the shadow of his portly 
frame. 

On the right, Villon and Gruy Tabary were 
huddled together over a scrap of parchment ; Villon 
making a ballade which he was to call the ' Ballade 
of Roast Fish,' and Tabary spluttering admiration at 
his shoulder. The poet was a rag of a man, dark, 
little, and lean, with hollow cheeks and thin black 
locks. He carried his four-and-twenty years with 
feverish animation. Greed had made folds about 
his eyes, evil smiles had puckered his mouth. The 
wolf and pig struggled together in his face. It was 
an eloquent, sharp, ugly, earthly countenance. His 
hands were small and prehensile, with fingers 
knotted like a cord ; and they were continually 
flickering in front of him in violent and expressive 
pantomime. As for Tabary, a broad, complacent, 
admiring imbecility breathed from his squash nose 
and slobbering lips : he had become a thief, just as 
he might have become the most decent of burgesses, 
by the imperious chance that rules the lives of 
human geese and human donkeys. 

At the monk's other hand, Montigny and The- 
venin Pensete played a game of chance. About the 
first there clung some flavour of good birth and 
training, as about a fallen angel ; something long, 
lithe, and courtly in the person ; something aquiline 
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spread his open hands to the red embers. It was 
the cold that thus affected Dom Nicolas, and not 
any excess of moral sensibility. 

' Come now,' said Villon — ' about this ballade. 
How does it run so far?' And beating time with 
his hand, he read it aloud to Tabary. 

They were interrupted at the fourth rhyme by a 
brief and fatal movement among the gamesters. 
The round was completed, and Thevenin was just 
opening his mouth to claim another victory, when 
Montigny leaped up, swift as an adder, and stabbed 
him to the heart. The blow took effect before he 
had time to utter a cry, before he had time 
to move. A tremor or two convulsed his frame ; 
his hands opened and shut, his heels rattled on the 
floor ; then his head rolled backward over one 
shoulder with the eyes wide open ; and Thevenin 
Pensete's spirit had returned to Him who made it. 

Everyone sprang to his feet; but the business 
was over in two twos. The four living fellows 
looked at each other in rather a ghastly fashion ; 
the dead man contemplating a corner of the roof 
with a singular and ugly leer. 

' My God ! ' said Tabary ; and he began to pray 
in Latin. 

Villon broke out into hysterical laughter. He 
came a step forward and ducked a ridiculous bow at 
Thevenin, and laughed still louder. Then he sat 
down suddenly, all of a heap, upon a stool, and con- 
tinued laughing bitterly as though he would shake 
himself to pieces. 

Montigny recovered his composure first. 

' Let's see what he has about him,' he remarked ; 
and he picked the dead man's pockets with a 
practised hand, and divided the money into four 
equal portions on the table. ' There's for you,' he 
eaid. 

The monk received his share with a deep sigh, 
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and a single stealthy glance at the dead Thevenin, 
who was beginning to sink into himself and topple 
sideways oft' the chair. 

' We're all in for it,' cried Villon, swallowing his 
mirth. ' It's a hanging job for every man jack of 
us that's here — not to speak of those who aren't.' 
He made a shocking gesture in the air with his 
raised right hand, and put out his tongue and 
threw his head on one side, so as to counterfeit 
the appearance of one who has been hanged. Then 
he pocketed his share of the spoil, and executed 
a shuffle with his feet as if to restore the circu- 
lation. 

Tabary was the last to help himself ; he made a 
dash at the money, and retired to the other end of 
the apartment. 

Montigny stuck Thevenin upright in the chair, 
and drew out the dagger, which was followed by a 
jet of blood. 

' You fellows had better be moving,' he said, as 
he wiped the blade on his victim's doublet. 

' I think we had,' returned Villon with a gulp. 
' Damn his fat head ! ' he broke out. ' It sticks in 
my throat like phlegm. What right has a man to 
have red hair when he is dead ? ' And he fell all of 
a heap again upon the stool, and fairly covered his 
face with his hands. 

Montigny and Dom Nicolas laughed aloud, even 
Tabary feebly chiming in. 

' Cry baby,' said the monk. 

' I always said he was a woman,' added Montigny 
with a sneer. ' Sit up, can't you ? ' he went on, 
giving another shake to the murdered body. ' Tread 
out that fire, Nick ! ' 

But Nick was better employed ; he was quietly 
taking Villon's purse, as the poet sat, limp and 
tiembling, on the stool where he had been making 
a ballade not three minutes before. Montigny and 
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Tabary dumbly demanded a share of the booty, 
which the monk silently promised as he passed the 
little bag into the bosom of his gown. In many 
ways an artistic nature unfits a man for practical 
existence. 

No sooner had the theft been accomplished than 
Villon shook himself, jumped to his feet, and began 
helping to scatter and extinguish the embers. Mean- 
while Montigny opened the door and cautiously 
peered into the street. The coast was clear ; there 
was no meddlesome patrol in sight. Still it was 
judged wiser to slip out severally; and as Villon 
was himself in a hurry to escape from the neigh- 
bourhood of the dead Thevenin, and the rest were 
in a still greater hurry to get rid of him before he 
should discover the loss of his money, he was the 
first by general consent to issue forth into the street. 

The wind had triumphed and swept all the clouds 
from heaven. Only a few vapours, as thin as moon- 
light, fleeted rapidly across the stars. It was bitter 
cold ; and by a common optical effect, things seemed 
almost more definite than in the broadest daylight. 
The sleeping city was absolutely still : a company 
of white hoods, a field full of little Alps, below the 
twinkling stars. Villon cursed his fortune. Would 
it were still snowing ! Now, wherever he went, he 
left an indelible trail behind him on the glittering 
streets ; wherever he went he was still tethered to 
the house by the cemetery of St. John ; wherever 
he went he must weave, with his own plodding feet, 
the rope that bound him to the crime and would 
bind him to the gallows. The leer of the dead man 
came back to him with a new significance. He 
snapped his fingers as if to pluck up his own spirits, 
and choosing a street at random, stepped boldly for- 
ward in the snow. 

Two things preoccupied him as he went: the 
aspect of the gallows at Montfaucon in this bright 
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windy phase of the night's existence, for one ; and 
for another, the look of the dead man with his bald 
head and garland of red curls. Both struck cold 
upon his heart, and he kept quickening his pace as 
if he could escape from unpleasant thoughts by mere 
fleetness of foot. Sometimes he looked back over 
his shoulder with a sudden nervous jerk ; but he 
was the only moving thing in the white streets, except 
when the wind swooped round a corner and threw 
up the snow, which was beginning to freeze, in 
spouts of glittering dust. 

Suddenly he saw, a long way before him, a black 
clump and a couple of lanterns. The clump was in 
motion, and the lanterns swung as though carried 
by men walking. It was a patrol. And though it 
was merely crossing his line of march, he judged it 
wiser to get out of eyeshot as speedily as he could. 
He was not in the humour to be challenged, and he 
was conscious of making a very conspicuous mark 
upon the snow. Just on his left hand there stood 
a great hotel, with some turrets and a large porch 
before the door ; it was half-ruinous, he remembered, 
and had long stood empty ; and so he made three 
steps of it and jumped into the shelter of the porch. 
It was pretty dark inside, after the glimmer of the 
snowy streets, and he was groping forward with out- 
spread hands, when he stumbled over some substance 
which offered an indescribable mixture of resistances, 
hard and soft, firm and loose. His heart gave a 
leap, and he sprang two steps back and stared dread- 
fully at the obstacle. Then he gave a little laugh 
of relief. It was only a woman, and she dead. He 
knelt beside her to make sure upon this latter point. 
She was freezing cold, and rigid like a stick. A 
little ragged finery fluttered in the wind about her 
hair, and her cheeks had been heavily rouged that 
same afternoon. Her pockets were quite empty; 
but in her stocking, Underneath the garter, Villon 
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found two of the small coins that went by the name 
of whites. It was little enough ; but it was always 
something ; and the poet was moved with a deep 
sense of pathos that she should have died before she 
had spent her money. That seemed to him a dark 
and pitiable mystery ; and he looked from the coins 
in his hand to the dead woman, and back again to 
the coins, shaking his head over tbe riddle of man's 
life. Henry V. of England, dying at Vincennes j ust 
after he had conquered France, and this poor jade 
cut off by a cold draught in a great man's doorway, 
before she had time to spend her couple of whites — ■ 
it seemed a cruel way to carry on the world. Two 
whites would have taken such a little while to 
squander ; and yet it would have been one more 
good taste in the mouth, one more smack of the 
lips, before the devil got the soul, and the body was 
left to birds and vermin. He would like to use all 
his tallow before the light was blown out and the 
lantern broken. 

While these thoughts were passing through his 
mind, he was feeling, half mechanically, for his 
purse. Suddenly his heart stopped beating ; a feel- 
ing of cold scales passed up the back of his legs, 
and a cold blow seemed to fall upon his scalp. He 
stood petrified for a moment ; then he felt again 
with one feverish movement ; and then his loss burst 
upon him, and he was covered at once with perspira- 
tion. To spendthrifts money is so living and actual 
— it is such a thin veil between them and their 
pleasures ! There is only one limit to their fortune 
— that of time ; and a spendthrift with only a few 
crowns is the Emperor of Eome until they are 
spent. For such a person to lose his money is 
to suffer the most shocking reverse, and fall from 
heaven to hell, from all to nothing, in &• breath. 
And all the more if he has put his head in the 
halter for it ; if he may be hanged to-morrow for 
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that same purse, so dearly earned, so foolishly de- 
parted ! Villon stood and cursed ; he threw the two 
whites into the street ; he shook his fist at heaven ; 
he stamped, and was not horrified to find himself 
trampling the poor corpse. Then he began rapidly 
to retrace his steps towards the house beside the ceme- 
tery. He had forgotten all fear of the patrol, which 
was long gone by at any rate, and had no idea but 
that of his lost purse. It was in vain that he looked 
right and left upon the snow : nothing was to be 
seen. He had not dropped it in the streets. Had 
it fallen in the house ? He would have liked dearly 
to go in and see ; but the idea of the grisly occupant 
unmanned him. And he saw besides, as he drew 
near, that their efforts to put out the fire had been 
unsuccessful; on the contrary, it had broken into 
a blaze, and a changeful light played in the chinks 
of door and window, and revived his terror for the 
authorities and Paris gibbet. 

He returned to the hotel with the porch, and 
groped about upon the snow for the money he had 
thrown away in bis childish passion. But he could 
only find one white ; the other had probably struck 
sideways and sunk deeply in. With a single white 
in his pocket, all his projects for a rousing night in 
some wild tavern vanished utterly away. And it 
was not only pleasure that fled laughing from his 
grasp ; positive discomfort, positive pain, attacked 
him as he stood ruefully before the porch. His 
perspiration had dried upon him ; and though the 
wind had now fallen, a binding frost was setting in 
stronger with every hour, and he felt benumbed and 
sick at heart. What was to be done ? Late as was 
the hour, improbable as was success, he would try the 
house of his adopted father, the chaplain of St. Benoit. 

He ran there all the way, and knocked timidly. 
There was no answer. He knocked again and again, 
taking heart with every stroke; and at last steps 
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were heard approaching from within. A barred 
wicket fell open in the iron-studded door, and 
emitted a gush of yellow light. 

' Hold up your face to the wicket,' said the chap- 
lain from within. 

' It's only me,' whimpered Villon. 

' Oh, it's only you, is it ? ' returned the chaplain ; 
and he cursed him with foul un priestly oaths for 
disturbing him at such an hour, and bade him be 
off to hell, where he came from. 

' My hands are blue to the wrist,' pleaded Villon ; 
' my feet are dead and full of twinges : my nose 
aches with the sharp air : the cold lies at my 
heart. I may be dead before morning. Only 
this once, father, and before God I will never ask 
again ! ' 

' You should have come earlier,' said the ecclesi- 
astic coolly. ' Young men require a lesson now and 
then.' He shut the wicket and retired deliberately 
into the interior of the house. 

Villon was beside himself; he beat upon the 
door with his hands and feet, and shouted hoarsely 
after the chaplain. 

' "Wormy old fox ! ' he cried. ' If I had my hand 
under your twist, I would send you flying headlong 
into the bottomless pit.' 

A door shut in the interior, faintly audible to 
the poet down long passages. He passed his hand 
over his mouth with an oath. And then the humour 
of the situation struck him, and he laughed and 
looked lightly up to heaven, where the stars seemed 
to be winking over his discomfiture. 

What was to be done ? It looked very like a night 
in the frosty streets. The idea of the dead woman 
popped into his imagination, and gave him a hearty 
fright ; what had happened to her in the early night 
might very well happen to him before morning. 
And he so young ! and with such immense possi- 
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bilities of disorderly amusement before him ! He 
felt quite pathetic over the notion of his own fate, 
as if it had been some one else's, and made a little 
imaginative vignette of the scene in the morning 
when they should find his body. 

He passed all his chances under review, turning 
the white between his thumb and forefinger. Un- 
fortunately he was on bad terms with some old 
friends who 'would once have taken pity on him in 
such a plight. He had lampooned them in verses, 
he had beaten and cheated them ; and yet now, 
when he was in so close a pinch, he thought there 
was at least one who might perhaps relent. It was 
a chance. It was worth trying at least, and he 
would go and see. 

On the way, two little accidents happened to him 
which coloured his musings in a very different man- 
ner. For, first, he fell in with the track of a patrol, 
and walked in it for some hundred yards, although 
it lay out of his direction. And this spirited him 
up ; at least he had confused his trail ; for he was 
still possessed with the idea of people tracking him 
all about Paris over the snow, and collaring him 
next morning before he was awake. The other 
matter affected him very differently. He passed a 
street corner, where, not so long before, a woman and 
her child had been devoured by wolves. This was 
just the kind of weather, he reflected, when wolves 
might take it into their heads to enter Paris again ; 
and a lone man in these deserted streets would run 
the chance of something worse than a mere scare. 
He stopped and looked upon the place with an un- 
pleasant interest — it was a centre where several 
lanes intersected each other ; and he looked down 
them all one after another, and held his breath to 
listen, lest he should detect some galloping black 
things on the snow or hear the sound of howling 
between him and the river. He remembered his 
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mother telling him the story and pointing out the 
spot, while he was yet a child. His mother ! If he 
only knew where she lived, he might make sure at 
least of shelter. He determined he would inquire 
upon the morrow ; nay, he would go and see her 
too, poor old girl ! So thinking, he arrived at hia 
destination — his last hope for the night. 

The house was quite dark, like its neighbours 
and yet after a few taps, he heard a movement over- 
head, a door opening, and a cautious voice asking 
who was there. The poet named himself in a 
loud whisper, and waited, not without some trepida- 
tion, the result. Nor had he to wait long. A win- 
dow was suddenly opened, and a pailful of slops 
splashed down upon the doorstep. Villon had not 
been unprepared for something of the sort, and had 
put himself as much in shelter as the nature of the 
porch admitted; but for all that, he was deplorably 
drenched below the waist. His hose began to freeze 
almost at once. Death from cold and exposure 
stared him in the face ; he remembered he was of 
phthisical tendency, and began coughing tentatively. 
But the gravity of the danger steadied his nerves. 
He stopped a few hundred yards from the door where 
he had been so rudely used, and reflected with his 
finger to his nose. He could only see one way of 
getting a lodging, and that was to take it. He had 
noticed a house not far away, which looked as if it 
might be easily broken into, and thither he betook 
himself promptly, entertaining himself on the way 
with the idea of a room still hot, with a table still 
loaded with the remains of supper, where he might 
pass the rest of the black hours, and whence he should 
issue, on the morrow, with an armful of valuable plate. 
He even considered on what viands and what wines 
he should prefer ; and as he was calling the roll of his 
favourite dainties, roast fish presented itself to hia 
mind with an odd mixture of amusement and horror. 
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* I shall never finish that ballade,' he thought to 
himself; and then, with another shudder at the re- 
collection, ' Oh, damn his fat head ! ' he repeated 
fervently, and spat upon the snow. 

The house in question looked dark at first sight ; 
but as Villon made a preliminary inspection in 
search of the handiest point of attack, a little 
twinkle of light caught his eye from behind a cur- 
tained window. 

' The devil I ' he thought. ' People awake ! Some 
student or some saint, confound the crew! Can't 
they get drunk and lie in bed snoring like their 
neighbours ! What's the good of curfew, and poor 
devils of bell-ringers jumping at a rope's end in 
bell-towers ? "What's the use of day, if people sit 
up all night ? The gripes to them ! ' He grinned 
as he saw where his logic was leading him. ' Every 
man to his business, after all,' added he, 'and if 
they're awake, by the lord, I may come by a supper 
honestly for this once, and cheat the devil.' 

He went boldly to the door and knocked with an 
assured hand. On both previous occasions, he had 
knocked timidly and with some dread of attracting 
notice ; but now when he had just discarded the 
thought of a burglarious entry, knocking at a door 
seemed a mighty simple and innocent proceeding. 
The sound of his blows echoed through the house 
with thin, phantasmal reverberations, as though it 
were quite empty ; but these had scarcely died away 
before a measured tread drew near, a couple of bolts 
were withdrawn, and one wing was opened broadly, 
as though no guile or fear of guile were known to 
those within. A tall figure of a man, muscular and 
spare, but a little bent, confronted Villon. The 
head was massive in bulk, but finely sculptured ; the 
nose blunt at the bottom, but refining upward to 
where it joined a pair of strong and honest eye- 
brows ; the mouth and eyes surrounded with delicate 
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markings, and the whole face based upon a thick 
white heard, boldly and squarely trimmed. Seen as 
it was by the light of a flickering hand-lamp, it 
looked perhaps nobler than it had a right to do ; 
but it was a fine face, honourable rather than in- 
telligent, strong, simple, and righteous. 

' You knock late, sir,' said the old man in reso- 
nant, courteous tones. 

Villon cringed, and brought up many servile 
words of apology ; at a crisis of this sort, the beggar 
was uppermost in him, and the man of genius hid 
his head with confusion. 

' You are cold,' repeated the old man, ' and 
hungry ? Well, step in.' And he ordered him into 
the house with a noble enough gesture. 

'Some great seigneur,' thought Villon, as his 
host, setting down the lamp on the flagged pave- 
ment of the entry, shot the bolts once more into 
their places. 

' You will pardon me if I go in front,' he said, 
when this was done ; and he preceded the poet 
upstairs into a large apartment, warmed with a pan 
of charcoal and lit by a great lamp hanging from 
the roof. It was very bare of furniture : only some 
gold plate on a sideboard ; some folios ; and a stand 
of armour between the windows. Some smart 
tapestry hung upon the walls, representing the 
crucifixion of our Lord in one piece, and in another 
a scene of shepherds and shepherdesses by a running 
stream. Over the chimney was a shield of arms. 

' Will you seat yourself,' said the old man, ' and 
forgive me if I leave you ? I am alone in my house 
to-night, and if you are to eat I must forage for 
you myself.' 

No sooner was his host gone than Villon leaped 
from the chair on which he had just seated himself, 
and began examining the room, with the stealth and 
passion of a cat. He weighed the gold flagons in 
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his hand, opened all the folios, and investigated the 
arms upon the shield, and the stuff with which the 
seats were lined. He raised the window curtains, 
and saw that the windows were set with rich stained 
glass in figures, so far as he could see, of martial 
import. Then he stood in the middle of the room, 
drew a long breath, and retaining it with puffed 
cheeks, looked round and round him, turning on hia 
heels, as if to impress every feature of the apartment 
on his memory. 

' Seven pieces of plate,' he said. ' If there had 
been ten, I would have risked it. A fine house, and 
a fine old master, so help me all the saints ! ' 

And just then, hearing the old man's tread re- 
turning along the corridor, he stole back to his 
chair, and began humbly toasting his wet legs before 
the charcoal pan. 

His entertainer had a plate of meat in one hand 
and a jug of wine in the other. He set down the 
plate upon the table, motioning Villon to draw in 
his chair, and going to the sideboard, brought back 
two goblets, which he filled. 

' I drink to your better fortune,' he said, gravely 
touching Villon's cup with his own. 

' To our better acquaintance,' said the poet, 
growing bold. A mere man of the people would 
have been awed by the courtesy of the old seigneur, 
but Villon was hardened in that matter ; he had 
made mirth for great lords before now, and found 
them as black rascals as himself. And so he devoted 
himself to the viands with a ravenous gusto, while 
the old man, leaning backward, watched him with 
steady, curious eyes. 

'You have blood on your shoulder, my man,' he said. 

Montigny must have laid his wet right hand 
upon him as he left the house. He cursed Montigny 
in his heart. 

' It was none of my shedding,' he stammered. 
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' I had not supposed so,' returned his host 
quietly. ' A brawl ? ' 

' Well, something of that sort,' Villon admitted 
with a quaver. 

' Perhaps a fellow murdered ? ' 

' Oh, no, not murdered,' said the poet, more and 
more confused. ' It was all fair play — murdered by- 
accident. I had no hand in it, God strike me 
dead ! ' he added fervently. 

' One rogue the fewer, I dare say,' observed the 
master of the house. 

'You may dare to say that,' agreed Villon, infi- 
nitely relieved. ' As big a rogue as there is between 
here and Jerusalem. He turned up his toes like a 
lamb. But it was a nasty thing to look at. I dare 
say you've seen dead men in your time, my lord ? ' 
he added, glancing at the armour. 

' Many,' said the old man. ' I have followed the 
wars, as you imagine.' 

Villon laid down his knife and fork, which he 
had just taken up again. 

' Y\ T ere any of them bald ? ' he asked. 

'Oh yes, and witkhair as white as mine.' 

'I don't think I should mind the white so much,' 
said Villon. ' His was red.' And he had a return 
of his shuddering and tendency to laughter, which 
he drowned with a great draught of wine. ' I'm a 
little put out when I think of it,' he went on. ' I 
knew him — damn him ! And then the cold gives 
a man fancies — or the fancies give a man cold, I 
don't know which.' 

' Have you any money ? ' asked the old man. 

' I have one white,' returned the poet, laughiug. 
'I got it out of a dead jade's stocking in a porch. 
She was as dead as Ciesar, poor wench, and as cold as 
a church, with bits of ribbon sticking in her hair. 
This is a hard world in winter for wolves and 
wenches and poor rogues like me.' 
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'I,' said the old man, 'am Enguerrand de la 
Feuillee, seigneur de Brisetout, bailly du Patatrac. 
AYho and what may you be ? ' 

Villon rose and made a suitable reverence. ' I 
am called Francis Villon,' be said, ' a poor Master of 
Arts of this university. I know some Latin, and a 
deal of vice. I can make chansons, ballades, lais, 
virelais, and roundels, and I am very fond of wine. 
I was born in a garret, and I shall not improbably 
die upon the gallows. I may add, my lord, that 
from this night forward I am your lordship's very 
obsequious servant to command.' 

'No servant of mine,' said the knight; 'my 
guest for this evening, and no more.' 

' A very grateful guest,' said Villon politely ; and 
he drank in dumb show to his entertainer. 

' You are shrewd,' began the old man, tapping 
his forehead, ' very shrewd ; you have learning ; you 
are a clerk ; and yet you take a small piece of 
money off a dead woman in the street. Is it not a 
kind of theft?' 

'It is a kind of theft much practised in the 
wars, my lord.' 

' The wars are the field of honour,' returned the 
old man proudly. ' There a man plays his life upon 
the cast ; he fights in the name of his lord the king, 
his Lord Grod, and all their lordships the holy saints 
and angels.' 

' Put it,' said Villon, ' that I were really a thief, 
should I not play my life also, and against heavier 
odds ? ' 

' For gain, but not for honour.' 

' Grain ? ' repeated Villon with a shrug. * Grain I 
The poor fellow wants supper, and takes it. So does 
the soldier in a campaign. Why, what are all these 
requisitions we hear so much about? If they are 
not gain to those who take them, they are loss 
enough to the others. The men-at-arms drink by a 
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good fire, while the burgher bites his nails to buy 
them wine and wood. I have seen a good many 
ploughmen swinging on trees about the country : ay, 
I have seen thirty on one elm, and a very poor 
figure they made : and when I asked someone how 
all these came to be hanged, I was told it was 
because they could not scrape together enough 
crowns to satisfy the men-at-arms.' 

' These things are a necessity of war, which the 
low-born must endure with constancy. It is true 
that some captains drive overhard ; there are spirits 
in every rank not easily moved by pity ; and indeed 
many follow arms who are no better than brigands.' 

' You see,' said the poet, ' you cannot separate 
the soldier from the brigand; and what is a thief 
but an isolated brigand with circumspect manners ? 
I steal a couple of mutton chops, without so much 
as disturbing people's sleep ; the farmer grumbles a 
bit, but sups none the less wholesomely on what 
remains. You come up blowing gloriously on a 
trumpet, take away the whole sheep, and beat the 
farmer pitifully into the bargain. I have no 
trumpet ; I am only Tom, Dick, or Harry ; I am a 
rogue and a dog, and hanging's too good for me — 
with all my heart ; but just you ask the farmer 
which of us he prefers, just find out which of us he 
lies awake to curse on cold nights.' 

' Look at us two,' said his lordship. ' I am old, 
strong, and honoured. If I were turned from my 
house to-morrow, hundreds would be proud to 
shelter me. Poor people would go out and pass the 
night in the streets with their children, if I merely 
hinted that I wished to be alone. And I find vou 
up, wandering homeless, and picking farthings off 
dead women by the wayside ' I fear no man and 
nothing ; I have seen you tremble and lose counten- 
ance at a word. I wait God's summons contentedly 
in my own house, or, if it please the king to call 
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me out again, upon the field of battle. You look 
for the gallows ; a rough, swift death, without hope 
or honour. Is there no difference between these 
two ? ' 

' As far as to the moon,' Villon acquiesced. ' But 
if I had been born lord of Brisetout, and you had 
been the poor scholar Francis, would the difference 
have been any the less ? Should not I have been 
warming my knees at this charcoal pan, and would 
not you have been groping for farthings in the 
snow ? Should not I have been the soldier, and 
you the thief?' 

'A thief!' cried tie old man. 'I a thief! If 
you understood your words, you would repent them.' 

Villon turned out his hands with a gesture of 
inimitable impudence. ' If your lordship had done 
me the honour to follow my argument ! ' he said. 

' I do you too much honour in submitting to 
your presence,' said the knight. 'Learn to curb 
your tongue when you speak with old and honour- 
able men, or some one hastier than I may reprove 
you in a sharper fashion.' And he rose and paced 
the lower end of the apartment, struggling with 
anger and antipathy. Villon surreptitiously refilled 
his cup, and settled himself more comfortably in 
the chair, crossing his knees and leaning his head 
upon one hand and the elbow against the back 
of the chair. He was now replete and warm ; and 
he was in nowise frightened for his host, having 
gauged him as justly as was possible between two 
such different characters. The night was far spent, 
and in a very comfortable fashion after all ; and 
he felt morally certain of a safe departure on the 
morrow. 

' Tell me one thing,' said the old man, pausing 
in his walk. ' Are you really a thief? ' 

' I claim the sacred rights of hospitality,' re- 
turned the poet. ' My lord, I am.' 
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'You are very young,' the 'knight continued. 

' I should never have been so old,' replied Villon, 
showing his fingers, ' if I had not helped myself 
with these ten talents. They have been my musing 
mothers and my nursing fathers.' 

' You may still repent and change.' 

' I repent daily,' said the poet. ' There are few 
people more given to repentance than poor Francis. 
As for change, let somebody change my circum- 
stances. A man must continue to eat, if it were 
only that he may continue to repent.' 

' The change must begin in the heart,' returned 
the old man solemnly. 

' My dear lord,' answered Villon, ' do you really 
fancy that I steal for pleasure? I hate stealing, 
like any other piece of work or of danger. My 
teeth chatter when I see a gallows. But I must eat, 
I must drink, I must mix in society of some sort. 
What the devil ! Man is not a solitary animal — 
Cui Deus fceminam iraclit. Make me king's 
pantler — make me abbot of St. Denis ; make me 
bailly of the Patatrac ; and then I shall be changed 
indeed. But as long as you leave me the poor 
scholar Francis Villon, without a farthing, why, 
of course, I remain the same.' 

' The grace of Grod is all-powerful.' 

'I should be a heretic to question it,' said 
Francis. ' It has made you lord of Brisetout and 
bailly of the Patatrac ; it has given me nothing but 
the quick wits under my hat and these ten toes 
upon my hands. May I help myself to wine ? I 
thank you respectfully. By (rod's grace, you have a 
very superior vintage.' 

The lord of Brisetout walked to and fro with his 
hands behind his back. Perhaps he was not yet 
quite settled in his mind about the parallel between 
thieves and soldiers ; perhaps Villon had interested 
him by some cross-thread of sympathy ; perhaps his 
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wits were simply muddled by so much unfamiliar 
reasoning ; but whatever the cause, he somehow 
yearned to convert the young man to a better way of 
thinking, and could not make up his mind to drive 
him forth again into the street. 

' There is something more than I can understand 
in this,' he said at length. ' Your mouth is full of 
subtleties, and the devil has led you very far astray ; 
but the devil is only a very weak spirit before (rod's 
truth, and all his subtleties vanish at a word of true 
honour, like darkness at morning. Listen to me 
once more. I learned long ago that a gentleman 
should live chivalrously and lovingly to God, and 
the king, and his lady ; and though I have seen 
many strange things done, I have still striven to 
command my ways upon that rule. It is not 
only written in all noble histories, but in every 
man's heart, if he will take care to read. You 
speak of food and wine, and I know very well that 
hunger is a difficult trial to endure ; but you do not 
speak of other wants ; you say nothing of honour, of 
faith to God and other men, of courtesy, of love 
without reproach. It may be that I am not very 
wise — and yet I think I am — but you seem to me 
like one who has lost his way and made a great error 
in life. You are attending to the little wants, and 
you have totally forgotten the great and only real 
ones, like a man who should be doctoring a tooth- 
ache on the Judgment Day. For such things as 
honour and love and faith are not only nobler than 
food and drink, but indeed I think that we desire 
them more, and suffer more sharply for their 
absence. I speak to you as I think you will most 
easily understand me. Are you not, while careful to 
fill your belly, disregarding another appetite in your 
heart, which spoils the pleasure of your life and 
keeps you continually wretched ? ' 

Villon was sensibly nettled under all this ser- 
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rnonising. ' You think I have no sense of honour ! ' 
he cried. ' I'm poor enough, God knows ! It's 
hard to see rich people with their gloves, and you 
blowing in your hands. An empty belly is a bitter 
thing, although you speak so lightly of it. If you 
had had as many as I, perhaps you would change 
your tune. Any way I'm a thief — make the most of 
that — but I'm not a devil from hell, God strike me 
dead. I would have you to know I've an honour of 
my own, as good as yours, though I don't prate 
about it all day long, as if it was a God's miracle to 
have any. It seems quite natural to me ; I keep it 
in its box till it's wanted. Why now, look you here, 
how long have I been in this room with you ? Did 
you not tell me you were alone in the house ? Look 
at your gold plate ! You're strong, if you like, but 
you're old and unarmed, and I have my knife. 
What did I want but a jerk of the elbow and here 
would have been you with the cold steel in your 
bowels, and there would have been me, licking in 
the streets, with an armful of gold cups ! Did you 
suppose I hadn't wit enough to see that? And I 
scorned the action. There are your damned goblets, 
as safe as in a church ; there are you, with your 
heart ticking as good as new ; and here am I, ready 
to go out again as poor as I came in, with my 
one white that you threw in my teeth ! And you 
think I have no sense of honour — God strike me 
dead ! ' 

The old man stretched out his right arm. 'I 
will tell you what you are,' he said. ' You are a 
rogue, my man, an impudent and a black-hearted 
rogue and vagabond. I have passed an hour with 
you. Oh ! believe me, I feel myself disgraced 1 
And you have eaten and drunk at my table. But 
now I am sick at your presence ; the day has come, 
and the night-bird should be off to his roost. Will 
you go before, or after ? ' 
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* Which you please,' returned the poet, rising. 
' I believe you to be strictly honourable.' He 
thoughtfully emptied his cup. ' I wish I could add 
you were intelligent,' he went on, knocking on his 
head with his knuckles. ' Age, age ' the brains 
stiff and rheumatic' 

The old man preceded him from a point of self- 
respect ; Villon followed, whistling, with his thumbs 
in his girdle. 

' God pity you,' said the lord of Brisetout at the 
door. 

' Good-bye, papa,' returned Villon with a yawn. 
' Many thanks for the cold mutton.' 

The door closed behind him. The dawn- was 
breaking over the white roofs. A chill, uncomfort- 
able morning ushered in the day. Villon stood and 
heartily stretched himself in the middle of the road. 

' A very dull old gentleman,' he thought. ' I 
wonder what his goblets may be worth.' 



THE SIRE DE MAL&TROITS 
DOOR. 

Denis de Beatjlieu was not yet two-and-twenty, but 
he counted himself a grown man, and a, very accom- 
plished cavalier into the bargain. Lads were early 
formed in that rough, warfaring epoch ; and when 
one has been in a pitched battle and a dozen raids, 
has killed one's man in an honourable fashion, and 
knows a thing or two of strategy and mankind, a 
certain swagger in the gait is surely to be pardoned. 
He had put up his horse with due care, and supped 
with due deliberation ; and then, in a very agree- 
able frame of mind, went out to pay a visit in the 
grey of the evening. It was not a very wise pro- 
ceeding on the young man's part. He would have 
done better to remain beside the fire or go decently 
to bed. For the town was full of the troops of 
Burgundy and England under a mixed command ; 
and though Denis was there on safe-conduct, his 
safe-conduct was like to serve him little on a chance 
encounter. 

It was September 1429 ; the weather had fallen 
sharp ; a flighty piping wind, laden with showers, 
beat about the township ; and the dead leaves ran 
riot along the streets. Here and there a window 
was already lighted up ; and the noise of men-at- 
arms making merry over supper within, came forth 
in fits and was swallowed up and carried away by 
the wind. The night fell swiftly ; the flag of 
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England, fluttering on the spire-top, grew ever 
fainter and fainter against the flying clouds— a 
black speck like a swallow in the tumultuous, leaden 
chaos of the sky. As the night fell the wind rose, 
and began to hoot under archways and roar amid 
the tree-tops in the valley below the town. 

Denis de Beaulieu walked fast and was soon 
knocking at his friend's door ; but though he pro- 
mised himself to stay only a little while and make 
an early return, his welcome was so pleasant, and he 
found so much to delay him, that it was already 
long past midnight before he said good-bye upon the 
threshold. The wind had fallen again in the mean- 
while ; the night was as black as the grave ; not a 
star, nor a glimmer of moonshine, slipped through 
the canopy of cloud. Denis was ill-acquainted with 
the intricate lanes of Chateau Landon ; even by 
daylight he had found some trouble in picking his 
way ; and in this absolute darkness he soon lost it al- 
together. He was certain of one thing only — to keep 
mounting the hill ; for his friend's house lay at the 
lower end, or tail, of Chateau Landon, while the inn 
was up at the head, under the great church spire. 
"With this clue to go upon he stumbled and groped 
forward, now breathing more freely in open places 
where there was a good slice of sky overhead, now 
feeling along the wall in stifling closes. It is an 
eerie and mysterious position to be thus submerged 
in opaque blackness in an almost unknown town. 
The silence is terrifying in its possibilities. The 
touch of cold window bars to the exploring hand 
startles the man like the touch of a toad ; the 
inequalities of the pavement shake his heart into his 
mouth ; a piece of denser darkness threatens an 
ambuscade or a chasm in the pathway ; and where 
the air is brighter, the houses put on strange and 
bewildering appearances, as if to lead him farther 
from his way. For Denis, who had to regain his inn 
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without attracting notice, there was real danger as 
well as mere discomfort in the walk ; and he went 
warily and boldly at once, and at every corner 
paused to make an observation. 

He had been for some time threading a lane so 
narrow that he could touch a wall with either hand, 
when it began to open out and go sharply down- 
ward. Plainly this lay no longer in the direction of 
his inn ; but the hope of a little more light tempted 
him forward to reconnoitre. The lane ended in a 
terrace with a bartizan wall, which gave an outlook 
between high houses, as out of an embrasure, into 
the valley lying dark and formless several hundred 
feet below. Denis looked down, and could discern a 
few tree-tops waving and a single speck of bright- 
ness where the river ran across a weir. The weather 
was clearing up, and the sky had lightened, so as to 
show the outline of the heavier clouds and the dark 
margin of the hills. By the uncertain glimmer, the 
house on his left hand should be a place of some 
pretensions ; it was surmounted by several pinnacles 
and turret-tops ; the round stern of a chapel, with a 
fringe of flying buttresses, projected boldly from the 
main block ; and the door was sheltered under a 
deep porch carved with figures and overhung by two 
long gargoyles. The windows of the chapel gleamed 
through their intricate tracery with a light as of 
many tapers, and threw out the buttresses and the 
peaked roof in a more intense blackness against the 
sky. It was plainly the hotel of some great family 
of the neighbourhood ; and as it reminded Denis of 
a town house of his own at Bourges, he stood for 
some time gazing up at it and mentally gauging the 
skill of the architects and the consideration of the 
two families. 

There seemed to be no issue to the terrace but 
the lane by which he had reached it ; he could only 
retrace his steps, but he had gained some notion of 
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his whereabouts, and hoped by this means to hit the 
main thoroughfare and speedily regain the inn. He 
was reckoning without that chapter of accidents 
which was to make tins night memorable above all 
others in his career ; for he had not gone back above 
a hundred yards before he saw a light coming to 
meet him, and heard loud voices speaking together 
in the echoing narrows of the lane. It was a party 
of men-at-arms going the night round with torches. 
Denis assured himself that they had all teen making 
free with the wine-bowl, and were in no mood to be 
particular about safe-conducts or the niceties of 
chivalrous war. It was as like as not that they 
would kill him like a dog and leave him where he 
fell. The situation was inspiriting but nervous. 
Their own torches would conceal him from sight, he 
reflected ; and he hoped that they would drown the 
noise of his footsteps with their own empty voices. 
If he were but fleet and silent, he might evade their 
notice altogether. 

Unfortunately, as he turned to beat a retreat, his 
foot rolled upon a pebble ; he fell against the wall 
with an ejaculation, and his sword rang loudly on 
the stones. Two or three voices demanded who 
went there — some in French, some in English ; but 
Denis made no reply, and ran the faster down the 
lane. Once upon the terrace, he paused to look 
back. They still kept calling after him, and just 
then began to double the pace in pursuit, with a 
considerable clank of armour, and great tossing of 
the torchlight to and fro in the narrow jaws of the 
passage. 

Denis cast a look around and darted into the 
porch. There he might escape observation, or — if 
that were too much to expect — was in a capital 
posture whether for parley or defence. So thinking, 
he drew his sword and tried to set his back against 
the door. To his surprise, it yielded behind his 
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weight ; and though he turned in a moment, con- 
tinued to swing back on oiled and noiseless hinges, 
until it stood wide open on a black interior. When 
things fall out opportunely for the person concerned, 
he is not apt to be critical about the how or why, his 
own immediate personal convenience seeming a 
sufficient reason for the strangest oddities and re- 
volutions in our sublunary things ; and so Denis, 
without a moment's hesitation, stepped within and 
partly closed the door behind him to conceal his 
place of refuge. Nothing was further from his 
thoughts than to close it altogether ; but for some 
inexplicable reason — perhaps by a spring or a weight 
— the ponderous mass of oak whipped itself out of 
his fingers and clanked to, with a formidable rumble 
and a noise like the falling of an automatic bar. 

The round, at that very moment, debouched 
upon the terrace and proceeded to summon him with 
shouts and curses. He heard them ferreting in the 
dark corners ; the stock of a lance even rattled along 
the outer surface of the door behind which he stood ; 
but these gentlemen were in too high a humour to 
be long delayed, and soon made off down a cork- 
screw pathway which had escaped Denis's observa- 
tion, and passed out of sight and hearing along the 
battlements of the town. 

Denis breathed again. He gave them a few 
minutes' grace for fear of accidents, and then groped 
about for some means of opening the door and 
slipping forth again. The inner surface was quite 
smooth, not a handle, not a moulding, not a pro- 
jection of any sort. He got his finger-nails round 
the edges and pulled, but the mass was immovable. 
He shook it, it was as firm as a rock. Denis de 
Beaulieu frowned and gave vent to a little noiseless 
whistle. What ailed the door ? he wondered. Why 
was it open ? How came it to shut so easily and so 
effectually after him ? There was something ob- 
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scure and underhand about all this, that was little to 
the young man's fancy. It looked like a snare ; and 
yet who could suppose a snare in such a quiet by- 
street and in a house of so prosperous and even 
noble an exterior? And yet — snare or no snare, 
intentionally or unintentionally — here he was, pret- 
tily trapped ; and for the life of him he could see no 
way out of it again. The darkness began to weigh 
upon him. He gave ear ; all was silent without, 
but within and close by he seemed to catch a faint 
sighing, a faint sobbing rustle, a little stealthy creak 
— as though many persons were at his side, holding 
themselves quite still, and governing even their 
respiration with the extreme of slyness. The idea 
went to his vitals with a shock, and he faced about 
suddenly as if to defend his life. Then, for the first 
time, he became aware of a light about the level of 
his eyes and at some distance in the interior of the 
house — a vertical thread of light, widening towards 
the bottom, such as might escape between two wings 
of arras over a doorway. To see anything was a 
relief to Denis ; it was like a piece of solid ground 
to a man labouring in a morass ; his mind seized 
upon it with avidity ; and he stood staring at it 
and trying to piece together some logical conception 
of his surroundings. Plainly there was a flight of 
steps ascending from his own level to that of this 
illuminated doorway ; and indeed he thought he 
could make out another thread of light, as fine as a 
needle and as faint as phosphorescence, which might 
very well be reflected along the polished wood of 
a handrail. Since he had begun to suspect that he 
was not alone, his heart had continued to beat with 
smothering violence, and an intolerable desire for 
action of any sort had possessed itself of his spirit. 
He was in deadly peril, he believed. What could be 
more natural than to mount the staircase, lift the 
curtain, and confront his difficulty at once ? At 
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least lie would be dealing with something tangible ; 
at least he would be no longer in the dark. He 
stepped slowly forward with outstretched hands, 
until his foot struck the bottom step ; then he 
rapidly scaled the stairs, stood for a moment to 
compose his expression, lifted the arras and went in. 

He found himself in a large apartment of 
polished stone. There were three doors ; one on 
each of three sides ; all similarly curtained with 
tapestry. The fourth side was occupied by two 
large windows and a great stone chimney-piece, 
carved with the arms of the Maletroits. Denis 
recognised the bearings, and was gratified to find 
himself in such good hands. The room was strongly 
illuminated ; but it contained little furniture except 
a heavy table and a chair or two, the hearth was 
innocent of fire, and the pavement was but sparsely 
strewn with rushes clearly many days old. 

On a high chair beside the chimney, and directly 
facing Denis as he entered, sat a little old gentleman 
in a fur tippet. He sat with his legs crossed and his 
hands folded, and a cup of spiced wine stood by his 
elbow on a bracket on the wall. His countenance 
had a strongly masculine cast ; not properly human, 
but such as we see in the bull, the goat, or the 
domestic boar ; something equivocal and wheedling, 
something greedy, brutal, and dangerous. The Tipper 
lip was inordinately full, as though swollen by a blow 
or a toothache ; and the smile, the peaked eyebrows, 
and the small, strong eyes were quaintly and almost 
comically evil in expression. Beautiful white hair 
hung straight all round his head, like a saint's, and 
fell in a single curl upon the tippet. His beard and 
moustache were the pink of venerable sweetness. 
Age, probably in consequence of inordinate precau- 
tions, had left no mark upon his hands; and the 
Maletroit hand was famous. It would be difficult to 
imagine anything at once so fleshy and so delicate in 
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design ; the taper, sensual fingers were like those of 
one of Leonardo's women; the fork of the thumb 
made a dimpled protuberance when closed ; the nails 
were perfectly shaped, and of a dead, surprising 
whiteness. It rendered his aspect tenfold more 
redoubtable, that a man with hands like these should 
keep them devoutly folded in his lap like a virgin 
martyr — that a man with so intense and startling an 
expression of face should sit patiently on his seat and 
contemplate people with an unwinking stare, like 
a god, or a god's statue. His quiescence seemed 
ironical and treacherous, it fitted so poorly with his 
looks. 

Such was Alain, Sire de Maletroit. 

Denis and he looked silently at each other for a 
second or two. 

' Pray step in,' said the Sire de Maletroit. ' I 
have been expecting you all the evening.' 

He had not risen, but he accompanied his words 
with a smile and a slight but courteous inclination of 
the head. Partly from the smile, partly from the 
strange musical murmur with which the Sire prefaced 
his observation, Denis felt a strong shudder of dis- 
gust go through his marrow. And what with disgust 
and honest confusion of mind, he could scarcely get 
words together in reply. 

' I fear,' he said, ' that this is a double accident. 
I am not the person you suppose me. It seems you 
were looking for a visit ; but for my part, nothing was 
further from my thoughts — nothing could be more 
contrary to my wishes — than this intrusion.' 

' Well, well,' replied the old gentleman indul- 
gently, ' here you are, which is the main point. Seat 
yourself, my friend, and put yourself entirely at your 
ease. We shall arrange our little affairs presently.' 

Denis perceived that the matter was still com- 
plicated with some misconception, and he hastened 
to continue his explanations. 
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' Your door . . . .' he began. 

' About my door ? ' asked the other, raising his 
peaked eyebrows. ' A little piece of ingenuity.' 
And he shrugged his shoulders. ' A hospitable fancy ! 
By your own account, you were not desirous of making 
my acquaintance. We old people look for such 
reluctance now and then ; and when it touches our 
honour, we cast about until we find some way of over- 
coming it. You arrive uninvited, but believe me, 
very welcome.' 

' You persist in error, sir,' said Denis. ' There 
can be no question between you and me. I am a 
stranger in this countryside. My name is Denis, 
damoiseau de Beaulieu. If you see me in your house, 
it is only 

' My young friend,' interrupted the other, ' you 
will permit me to have my own ideas on that subject. 
They probably differ from yours at the present 
moment,' he added with a leer, ' but time will show 
which of us is in the right.' 

Denis was convinced he had to do with a lunatic. 
He seated himself with a shrug, content to wait the 
upshot ; and a pause ensued, during which he thought 
he could distinguish a hurried gabbling as of prayer 
from behind the arras immediately opposite him. 
Sometimes there seemed to be but one person engaged, 
sometimes two ; and the vehemence of the voice, low 
as it was, seemed to indicate either great haste or an 
agony of spirit. It occurred to him that this piece of 
tapestry covered the entrance to the chapel he had 
noticed from without. 

The old gentleman meanwhile surveyed Denis 
from head to foot with a smile, and from time to time 
emitted little noises like a bird or a mouse, which 
seemed to indicate a high degree of satisfaction. 
This state of matters became rapidly insupportable ; 
and Denis, to put an end to it, remarked politely that 
the wind had gone down. 
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The old gentleman fell into a fit of silent laughter, 
so prolonged and violent that he became quite red in 
the face. Denis got upon his feet at once, and put 
on his hat with a flourish. 

' Sir,' he said, ' if you are in your wits, you have 
affronted me grossly. If you are out of them, I flatter 
myself I can find better employment for my brains 
than to talk with lunatics. My conscience is clear ; 
you have made a fool of me from the first moment ; 
you have refused to hear my explanations ; and now 
there is no power under God will make me stay here 
any longer ; and if I cannot make my way out in a 
more decent fashion, I will hack your door in pieces 
with my sword.' 

The Sire de Maletroit raised his right hand and 
wagged it at Denis with the fore and little fingers 
extended. 

' My dear nephew,' he said, ' sit down.' 

' Nephew ! ' retorted Denis, ' you lie in your 
throat ; ' and he snapped his Angers in his face. 

' Sit down, you rogue ! ' cried the old gentleman, 
in a sudden, harsh voice, like the barking of a dog. 
' Do you fancy,' he went on, ' that when I had made 
my little contrivance for the door I had stopped short 
with that? If you prefer to be bound hand and foot 
till your bones ache, rise and try to go away. If you 
choose to remain a free young buck, agreeably con- 
versing with an old gentleman — why, sit where you 
are in peace, and God be with you.' 

' Do you mean I am a prisoner ? ' demanded 
Denis. 

' I state the facts,' replied the other. ' I would 
rather leave the conclusion to yourself.' 

Denis sat down again. Externally he managed 
to keep pretty calm ; but within, he was now boiling 
with anger, now chilled with apprehension. He no 
longer felt convinced that he was dealing with a 
madman. And if the old gentleman was sane, what, 
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in God's name, had he to look for ? What absurd 
or tragical adventure had befallen him ? What 
countenance was he to assume ? 

While he was thus unpleasantly reflecting, the 
arras that overhung the chapel door was raised, and 
a tall priest in his robes came forth and, giving a 
long, keen stare at Denis, said something in an 
undertone to Sire de Maletroit. 

' She is in a better frame of spirit ? ' asked the 
latter. 

' She is more resigned, messire,' replied the 
priest. 

' Now the Lord help her, she is hard to please ! ' 
sneered the old gentleman. ' A likely stripling — 
not ill-born — and of her own choosing, too ? Why, 
what more would the jade have ? ' 

' The situation is not usual for a young damsel,' 
said the other, ' and somewhat trying to her blushes.' 

' She should have thought of that before she began 
the dance ? It was none of my choosing, Grod knows 
that : but since she is in it, by our lady, she shall 
carry it to the end.' And then addressing Denis, 
' Monsieur de Beaulieu,' he asked, ' may I present 
you to my niece ? She has been waiting your arrival, 
I may say, with even greater impatience than myself.' 

Denis had resigned himself with a good grace — 
all he desired was to know the worst of it as speedily 
as possible ; so he rose at once, and bowed in acquies- 
cence. The Sire de Maletroit followed his example 
and limped, with the assistance of the chaplain's arm, 
towards the chapel-door. The priest pulled aside the 
arras, and all three entered. The building had con- 
siderable architectural pretensions. A light groining 
sprang from six stout columns, and hung down in two 
rich pendants from the centre of the vault. The 
place terminated behind the altar in a round end, 
embossed and honeycombed with a superfluity of 
ornament in relief, and pierced by many little 
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windows shaped like stars, trefoils, or wheels. These 
windows were imperfectly glazed, so that the night 
air circulated freely in the chapel. The tapers, of 
which there must have been half a hundred burning 
on the altar, were unmercifully blown about ; and 
the light went through many different phases of 
brilliancy and semi-eclipse. On the steps in front of 
the altar knelt a young girl richly attired as a bride. 
A chill settled over Denis as he observed her costume ; 
he fought with desperate energy against the conclu- 
sion that was being thrust upon his mind ; it could 
not — it should not — be as he feared. 

' Blanche,' said the Sire, in his most flute-like 
tones, ' I have brought a friend to see you, my little 
girl ; turn round and give him your pretty hand. It 
is good to be devout ; but it is necessary to be polite, 
my niece.' 

The girl rose to her feet and turned towards the 
new comers. She moved all of a piece ; and shame 
and exhaustion were expressed in every line of her 
fresh young body ; and she held her head down and 
kept her eyes upon the pavement, as she came slowly 
forward. In the course of her advance, her eyes fell 
upon Denis de Beaulieu's feet — feet of which he was 
justly vain, be it remarked, and wore in the most 
elegant accoutrement even while travelling. She 
paused — started, as if his yellow boots had conveyed 
some shocking meaning — and glanced suddenly up 
into the wearer's countenance. Their eyes met ; 
shame gave place to horror and terror in her looks ; 
the blood left her lips ; with a piercing scream she 
covered her face with her hands and sank upon the 
chapel floor. 

' That is not the man ! ' she cried. ' My uncle, 
that is not the man ! ' 

The Sire de Maletroit chirped agreeably. ' Of 
course not,' he said, ' I expected as much. It was so 
unfortunate you could not remember his name.' 
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* Indeed,' she cried, ' indeed, I have never seen 
this person till this moment — I have never so much 
as set eyes upon him — I never wish to see him again. 
Sir,' she said, turning to Denis, ' if you are a gentle- 
man, you will bear me out. Have I ever seen you — 
have you ever seen me — before this accursed hour ? ' 

' To speak for myself, I have never had that 
pleasure,' answered the young man. ' This is the 
first time, messire, that I have met with your engag- 
ing niece.' 

The old gentleman shrugged his shoulders. 

' I am distressed to hear it,' he said. ' But it is 
never too late to begin. I had little more acquaint- 
ance with my own late lady ere I married her ; which 
proves,' he added with a grimace, ' that these im- 
promptu marriages may often produce an excellent 
understanding in the long-run. As the bridegroom 
is to have a voice in the matter, I will give him two 
hours to make up for lost time before we proceed 
with the ceremony.' And he turned towards the 
door, followed by the clergyman. 

The girl was on her feet in a moment. ' My 
uncle, you cannot be in earnest,' she said. ' I declare 
before God I will stab myself rather than be forced 
on that young man. The heart rises at it; God 
forbids such marriages ; you dishonour your white 
hair. Ob, my uncle, pity me ! There is not a woman 
in all the world but would prefer death to such a 
nuptial. Is it possible,' she added, faltering — ' is it 
possible that you do not believe me — that you still 
think this'— and she pointed at Denis with a tremor 
of anger and contempt — ' that you still think this to 
be the man?' 

' Frankly,' said the old gentleman, pausing on 
the threshold, 'I do. But let me explain to you 
once for all, Blanche de Maletroit, my way of think- 
ing about this affair. "When you took it into your 
head to dishonour my family and the name that I 
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have borne, in peace and war, for more than three- 
score years, you forfeited, not only the right to 
question my designs, but that of looking me in the 
face. If your father had been alive, he would have 
spat on you and turned you out of doors. His was 
the hand of iron. You may bless your God you have 
only to deal with the hand of velvet, mademoiselle. 
It was my duty to get you married without delay. 
Out of pure goodwill, I have tried to find your own 
gallant for you. And I believe I have succeeded. 
But before God and all the holy angels, Blanche de 
Maletroit, if I have not, I care not one jack-straw. 
So let me recommend you to be polite to our young 
friend ; for upon my word, your next groom may be 
less appetising.' 

And with that he went out, with the chaplain at 
his heels ; and the arras fell behind the pair. 

The girl turned upon Denis with flashing eyes. 

' And what, sir,' she demanded, ' may be the 
meaning of all this ?' 

' God knows,' returned Denis gloomily. ' I am 
a prisoner in this house, which seems full of mad 
people. More I know not ; and nothing do I under- 
stand.' 

' And pray how came you here ?' she asked. 

He told her as briefly as he could. ' For the rest,' 
he added, ' perhaps you will follow my example, and 
tell me the answer to all these riddles, and what, in 
God's name, is like to be the end of it.' 

She stood silent for a little, and he could see her 
lips tremble and her tearless eyes burn with a feverish 
lustre. Then she pressed her forehead in both hands. 

'Alas, how my head aches!' she said wearily — 
* to say nothing of my poor heart ! But it is due to 
you to know my story, unmaidenly as it must seem. 
I am called Blanche de Maletroit ; I have been with- 
out father or mother for — oh ! for as long as I can 
recollect, and indeed I have been most unhappy all 
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my life. Three months ago a young captain began 
to stand near me every day in church. I could see 
that I pleased him ; I am much to blame, but I was 
so glad that anyone should love me ; and when he 
passed me a letter, I took it home with me and read 
it with great pleasure. Since that time he has 
written many. He was so anxious to speak with me, 
poor fellow ! and kept asking me to leave the door 
open some evening that we might have two words 
upon the stair. For he knew how much my uncle 
trusted me.' She gave something like a sob at that, 
and it was a moment before she could go on. ' My 
uncle is a hard man, but he is very shrewd,' she said 
at last. ' He has performed many feats in war, and 
was a great person at court, and much trusted by 
Queen Isabeau in old days. How he came to suspect 
me I cannot tell ; but it is hard to keep anything 
from his knowledge ; and this morning, as we came 
from mass, he took my hand in his, forced it open, 
and read my little billet, walking by my side all the 
while. When he had finished, he gave it back to 
me with great politeness. It contained another 
request to have the door left open ; and this has 
been the ruin of us all. My uncle kept me strictly 
in my room until evening, and then ordered me to 
dress myself as you see me — a hard mockery for a 
young girl, do you not think so ? I suppose, when 
he could not prevail with me to tell him the young 
captain's name, he must have laid a trap for him : 
into which, alas ! you have fallen in the anger of 
God. I looked for much confusion ; for how could I 
tell whether he was willing to take me for his wife 
on these sharp terms ? He might have been trifling 
with me from the first ; or I might have made myself 
too cheap in his eyes. But truly I had not looked 
for such a shameful punishment as this ! I could not 
think that God would let a girl be so disgraced before 
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a young man. And now I have told you all ; and I 
can scarcely hope that you will not despise me. 

Denis made her a respectful inclination. 

'Madam,' he said, 'you have honoured me by 
your confidence. It remains for me to prove that 
I am not unworthy of the honour. Is Messire de 
Maletroit at hand ?' 

' I believe he is writing in the salle without,' she 
answered. 

'May I lead you thither, madam?' asked Denis, 
offering his hand with his most courtly bearing. 

She accepted it ; and the pair passed out of the 
chapel, Blanche in a very drooping and shamefast 
condition, but Denis strutting and ruffling in the 
consciousness of a mission, and the boyish certainty 
of accomplishing it with honour. 

The Sire de Maletroit rose to meet them with an 
ironical obeisance. 

' Sir,' said Denis, with the grandest possible air, 
' I believe I am to have some say in the matter of 
this marriage ; and let me tell you at once, I will be 
no party to forcing the inclination of this young lady. 
Had it been freely offered to me, I should have been 
proud to accept her hand, for I perceive she is as 
good as she is beautiful ; but as things are, I have 
now the honour, messire, of refusing.' 

Blanche looked at him with gratitude in her 
eyes ; but the old gentleman only smiled and 
smiled, until his smile grew positively sickening to 
Denis. 

' I am afraid,' he said, ' Monsieur de Beaulieu, 
that you do not perfectly understand the choice I 
have to offer you. Follow me, I beseech you, to this 
window.' And he led the way to one of the large 
windows which stood open on the night. ' You 
observe,' he went on, ' there is an iron ring in the 
upper masonry, and reeved through that, a very effi- 
cacious rope. Now, mark my words : if you should 
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find your disinclination to my niece's person insur- 
mountable, I shall have you hanged out of this 
window before sunrise. I shall only proceed to such 
an extremity with the greatest regret, you may 
believe me. For it is not at all your death that I 
desire, but my niece's establishment in life. At the 
same time, it must come to that if you prove obsti- 
nate. Your family, Monsieur de Beaulieu. is very 
well in its way; but if you sprang from Charlemagne, 
you should not refuse the hand of a Maletroit with 
impunity — not if she had been as common as the 
Paris road — not if she were as hideous as the gargoyle 
over my door. Neither my niece nor you, nor my 
own private feelings, move me at all in this matter. 
The honour of my house has been compromised ; I 
believe you to be the guilty person ; at least you are 
now in the secret ; and you can hardly wonder if I 
request you to wipe out the stain. If you will not, 
your blood be on your own head ! It will be no great 
satisfaction to me to have your interesting relics 
kicking their heels in the breeze below my windows ; 
but half a loaf is better than no bread, and if I 
cannot cure the dishonour, I shall at least stop the 
scandal.' 

There was a pause. 

' I believe there are other ways of settling such 
imbroglios among gentlemen,' said Denis. 'You 
wear a sword, and I hear you have used it with 
distinction.' 

The Sire de Maletroit made a signal to the 
chaplain, who crossed the room with long silent 
strides and raised the arras over the third of the 
three doors. It was only a moment before he let it 
fall again ; but Denis had time to see a dusky passage 
full of armed men. 

' When I was a little younger, I should have been 
delighted to honour you, Monsieur de Beaulieu,' said 
Sire Alain; 'but I am now too old. Faithful re- 
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tainers are the sinews of age, and I must employ the 
strength I have. This is one of the hardest things 
to swallow as a man grows up in years ; but with a 
little patience, even this becomes habitual. You and 
the lady seem to prefer the salle for what remains 
of your two hours ; and as I have no desire to cross 
your preference, I shall resign it to your use with all 
the pleasure in the world. No haste!' he added, 
holding up his hand, as he saw a dangerous look 
come into Denis de Beaulieu's face. ' If your mind 
revolts against hanging, it will be time enough two 
hours hence to throw yourself out of the window or 
upon the pikes of my retainers. Two hours of life 
are always two hours. A great many things may 
turn up in even as little a while as that. And, 
besides, if I understand her appearance, my niece 
has still something to say to you. You will not dis- 
figure your last hours by a want of politeness to a 
lady?' 

Denis looked at Blanche, and she made him an. 
imploring gesture. 

It is likely that the old gentleman was hugely 
pleased at this symptom of an understanding ; for 
he smiled on both, and added sweetly : ' If you will 
give me your word of honour, Monsieur de Beaulieu, 
to await my return at the end of the two hours before 
attempting anything desperate, I shall withdraw my 
retainers, and let you speak in greater privacy with 
mademoiselle.' 

Denis again glanced at the girl, who seemed to 
beseech him to agree. 

' I give you my word of honour,' he said. 

Messire de Maletroit bowed, and proceeded to 
limp about the apartment, clearing his throat the 
while with that odd musical chirp which had already 
grown so irritating in the ears of Denis de Beaulieu. 
He first possessed himself of some papers which lay 
upon the table ; then he went to the mouth of the 
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passage and appeared to give an order to the men 
behind the arras ; and lastly he hobbled out through 
the door by which Denis had come in, turning upon 
the threshold to address a last smiling bow to the 
young couple, and followed by the chaplain with a 
hand- lamp. 

No sooner were they alone than Blanche advanced 
towards Denis with her hands extended. Her face 
was flushed and excited, and her eyes shone with 
tears. 

' You shall not die ! ' she cried, ' you shall marry 
me after all.' 

'You seem to think, madam,' replied Denis, 
' that I stand much in fear of death.' 

' Oh, no, no,' she said, ' I see you are no poltroon. 
It is for my own sake — I could not bear to have you 
slain for such a scruple.' 

' I am afraid,' returned Denis, ' that you under- 
rate the difficulty, madam. What you may be too 
generous to refuse, I may be too proud to accept. In 
a moment of noble feeling towards me, you forgot 
what you perhaps owe to others.' 

He had the decency to keep his eyes upon the 
floor as he said this, and after he had finished, so 
as not to spy upon her confusion. She stood silent 
for a moment, then walked suddenly away, and 
falling on her uncle's chair, fairly burst out sobbing. 
Denis was in the acme of embarrassment. He 
looked round, as if to seek for inspiration, and see- 
ing a stool, plumped down upon it for something to 
do. There he sat, playing with the guard of his 
rapier, and wishing himself dead a thousand times 
over, and buried in the nastiest kitchen-heap in 
France. His eyes wandered round the apartment, 
but found nothing to arrest them. There were such 
wide spaces between the furniture, the light fell so 
baldly and cheerlessly over all, the dark outside air 
looked in so coldly through the windows, that he 
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thought he had never seen a church so vast, nor a 
tomb so melancholy. The regular sobs of Blanche de 
Maletroit measured out the time like the ticking of 
a clock. He read the device upon the shield over 
and over again, until his eyes became obscured ; he 
stared into shadowy corners until he imagined they 
were swarming with horrible animals ; and every 
now and again he awoke with a start, to remember 
that his last two hours were running, and death was 
on the march. 

Oftener and oftener, as the time went on, did 
his glance settle on the girl herself. Her face was 
bowed forward and covered with her hands, and 
she was shaken at intervals by the convulsive hiccup 
of grief. Even thus she was not an unpleasant 
object to dwell upon, so plump and yet so fine, with 
a warm brown skin, and the most beautiful hair, 
Denis thought, in the whole world of womankind. 
Her hands were like her uncle's ; but they were more 
in place at the end of her young arms, and looked 
infinitely soft and caressing. He remembered how 
her blue eyes had shone upon him, full of anger, 
pity, and innocence. And the more he dwelt on 
her perfections, the uglier death looked, and the 
more deeply was he smitten with penitence at her 
continued tears. Now he felt that no man could 
have the courage to leave a world which contained 
bo beautiful a creature ; and now he would have 
given forty minutes of his last hour to have unsaid 
his cruel speech. 

Suddenly a hoarse and ragged peal of cockcrow 
rose to their ears from the dark valley below the 
windows. And this shattering noise in the silence 
of all around was like a light in a dark place, and 
shook them both out of their reflections. 

'Alas, can I do nothing to help you?' she said, 
looking up. 

' Madam,' replied Denis, with a fine irrelevancy; 

U 
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'if I have said anything to wound you, believe me, 
it was for your own sake and not for mine.' 

She thanked him with a tearful look. 

' I feel your position cruelly,' he went on. ' The 
world has been bitter hard on you. Your uncle is a 
disgrace to mankind. Believe me, madam, there is 
no young gentleman in all France but would be glad 
of my opportunity, to die in doing you a momentary 
service.' 

' I know already that you can be very brave and 
generous,' she answered. ' What I want to know is 
whether I can serve you — now or afterwards,' she 
added, with a quaver. 

' Most certainly,' he answered with a smile. ' Let 
me sit beside you as if I were a friend, instead of a 
foolish intruder ; try to forget how awkwardly we are 
placed to one another ; make my last moments go 
pleasantly; and you will do me the chief service 
possible.' 

'You are very gallant,' she added, with a yet 
deeper sadness .... 'very gallant .... and it 
somehow pains me. But draw nearer, if you please ; 
and if you find anything to say to me, you will at 
least make certain of a very friendly listener. Ah I 
Monsieur de Beaulieu,' she broke forth — ' ah ! Mon- 
sieur de Beaulieu, how can I look you in the 
face ? ' And she fell to weeping again with a re- 
newed effusion. 

' Madam,' said Denis, taking her hand in both of 
his, ' reflect on the little time I have before me, and 
the great bitterness into which I am cast by the 
sight of your distress. Spare me, in my last 
moments, the spectacle of what I cannot cure even 
with the sacrifice of my life.' 

' I am very selfish,' answered Blanche. ' I will 
be bra\er, Monsieur de Beaulieu, for your sake. But 
think if 1 can do you no kindness in the future — 
if you have no friends to whom I could carry your 
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adieux. Charge me as heavily as you can ; every 
burden will lighten, by so little, the invaluable 
gratitude I owe you. Put it in my power to do 
something more for you than weep.' 

' My mother is married again, and has a young 
family to care for. My brother Gruichard will in- 
herit my fiefs ; and if I am not in error, that will 
content him amply for my death. Life is a little 
vapour that passeth away, as we are told by those 
in holy orders. When a man is in a fair way and 
sees all life open in front of him, he seems to 
himself to make a very important figure in the 
world. His horse whinnies to him ; the trumpets 
blow and the girls look out of window as he rides 
into town before his company ; he receives many 
assurances of trust and regard — sometimes by ex- 
press in a letter — sometimes face to face, with 
persons of great consequence falling on his neck. 
It is not wonderful if his head is turned for a time. 
But once he is dead, were he as brave as Hercules 
or as wise as Solomon, he is soon forgotten. It is 
not ten years since my father fell, with many other 
knights around him, in a very fierce encounter, and 
I do not think that any one of them, nor so much as 
the name of the fight is now remembered. No, no, 
madam, the nearer you come to it, you see that 
death is a dark and dusty corner, where a man gets 
into his tomb and has the door shut after him till 
the judgment day. I have few friends just now, and 
once I am dead I shall have none.' 

' Ah, Monsieur de Beaulieu ! ' she exclaimed, 
' you forget Blanche de Maletroit.' 

' You have a sweet nature, madam, and you are 
pleased to estimate a little service far beyond its 
worth.' 

' It is not that,' she answered. ' You mistake me 
if you think I am so easily touched by my own con- 
cerns. I say so, because you are the noblest man I 
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have ever met ; because I recognise in you a spirit 
that would have made even a common person famous 
in the land.' 

' And yet here I die in a mousetrap — with no 
more noise about it than my own squeaking,' 
answered he. 

A look of pain crossed her face, and she was 
silent for a little while. Then a light came into 
her eyes, and with a smile she spoke again. 

' I cannot have my champion think meanly of 
himself. Anyone who gives his life for another 
will be met in Paradise by all the heralds and angels 
of the Lord God. And you have no such cause to 
hang your head. For .... Pray, do you think 
me beautiful ? ' she asked, with a deep flush. 

' Indeed, madam, I do,' he said. 

' I am glad of that,' she answered heartily. ' Do 
you think there are many men in France who have 
been asked in marriage by a beautiful maiden — 
with her own lips — and who have refused her to her 
face ? I know you men would half despise such a 
triumph ; but believe me, we women know more of 
what is precious in love. There is nothing that 
should set a person higher in his own esteem ; and 
we women would prize nothing more dearly.' 

' You are very good,' he said ; ' but you cannot 
make me forget that I was asked in pity and not 
for love.' 

' I am not so sure of that,' she replied, holding 
down her head. ' Hear me to an end, Monsieur de 
Beaulieu. I know how you must despise me ; I feel 
you are right to do so ; I am too poor a creature to 
occupy one thought of your mind, although, alas ! you 
must die for me this morning. But when I asked 
you to marry me, indeed, and indeed, it was because 
I respected and admired you, and loved you with 
my whole soul, from the very moment that you took 
my part against my uncle. If you had seen your- 
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self, and how noble you looked, you would pity rather 
than despise me. And now,' she went on, hurriedly 
checking him with her hand, 'although I have laid 
aside all reserve and told you so much, remember 
that I know your sentiments towards me already. 
I woidd not, believe me, being nobly born, weary 
you with importunities into consent. I too have a 
pride of my own : and I declare before the holy 
mother of God, if you should now go back from 
your word already given, I would no more marry 
you than I would marry my uncle's groom.' 

Denis smiled a little bitterly. 

' It is a small love,' he said, ' that shies at a little 
pride.' 

She made no answer, although she probably had 
her own thoughts. 

' Come hither to the window,' he said, with a 
sigh. ' Here is the dawn.' 

And indeed the dawn was already beginning. 
The hollow of the sky was full of essential daylight, 
colourless and clean ; and the valley underneath 
was flooded with a grey reflection. A few thin 
vapours clung in the coves of the forest or lay along 
the winding course of the river. The scene disen- 
gaged a surprising effect of stillness, which was 
hardly interrupted when the cocks began once more to 
crow among the steadings. Perhaps the same fellow 
who had made so horrid a clangour in the darkness 
not half an hour before, now sent up the merriest 
cheer to greet the coming day. A little wind went 
bustling and eddying among the tree-tops under- 
neath the windows. And still the daylight kept 
flooding insensibly out of the east, which was soon 
to grow incandescent and cast up that red-hot can- 
non-ball, the rising sun. 

Denis looked out over all this with a bit of a 
shiver. He had taken her hand, and retained it in 
his almost unconsciously. 
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' Has the day begun already ? ' she said ; and 
then, illogically enough : ' the night has been so 
long ! Alas ! what shall we say to my uncle when 
he returns ? ' 

' What you will,' said Denis, and he pressed her 
fingers in his. 

She was silent. 

' Blanche,' he said, with a swift, uncertain, pas- 
sionate utterance, ' you have seen whether I fear 
death. You must know well enough that I would 
as gladly leap out of that window into the empty 
air as lay a finger on you without your free and fall 
consent. But if you care for me at all do not let 
me lose my life in a misapprehension ; for I love 
you better than the whole world ; and though I will 
die for you blithely, it would be like all the joys of 
Paradise to live on and spend my life in your 
service.' 

As he stopped speaking, a bell began to ring 
loudly in the interior of the house ; and a clatter of 
armour in the corridor showed that the retainers 
were returning to their post, and the two hours were 
at an end. 

' After all that you have heard ? ' she whispered, 
leaning towards him with her lips and eyes. 

' I have heard nothing,' he replied. 

' The captain's name was Florimond de Champ- 
divers,' she said in his ear. 

' I did not hear it,' he answered, taking her 
supple body in his arms and covered her wet face 
with kisses. 

A melodious chirping was audible behind, fol- 
lowed by a beautiful chuckle, and the voice of 
Messire de Maledroit wished his new nephew a 
good morning. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Monsieur Lison Berthelini had a great care of his 
appearance, and sedulously suited his deportment to 
the costume of the hour. He affected something 
Spanish in his air, and something of the bandit, with 
a flavour of Bembrandt at home. In person he was 
decidedly small and inclined to be stout ; his face 
■was the picture of good humour ; his dark eyes, which 
were very expressive, told of a kind heart, a brisk, 
merry nature, and the most indefatigable spirits. If 
he had worn the clothes of the period you would have 
set him down for a hitherto undiscovered hybrid 
between the barber, the innkeeper, and the affable 
dispensing chemist. But in the outrageous bravery 
of velvet jacket and flapped hat, with trousers that 
were more accurately described as fleshings, a white 
handkerchief cavalierly knotted at his neck, a shock of 
Olympian curls upon his brow, and his feet shod 
through all weathers in the slenderest of Moliere shoes 
— you had but to look at him and you knew you 
were in the presence of a Great Creature. When he 
wore an overcoat he scorned to pass the sleeves ; a 
single button held it round his shoulders ; it was 
tossed backwards after the manner of a cloak, and 
carried with the gait and presence of an Almaviva. I 
am of opinion that M. Berthelini was nearing forty. 
But he had a boy's heart, gloried in his finery, and 
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walked through life like a child in a perpetual dramatic 
performance. If he were not Almaviva after all, it 
was not for lack of making believe. And he enjoyed 
the artist's compensation. If he were not really 
Almaviva, he was sometimes just as happy as though 
he were. 

I have seen him, at moments when he has fancied 
himself alone with his Maker, adopt so gay and 
chivalrous a bearing, and represent his own part with 
so much warmth and conscience, that the illusion 
became catching, and I believed implicitly in the 
Great Creature's pose. 

But, alas ! life cannot be entirely conducted on 
these principles ; man cannot live by Almavivery 
alone ; and the Great Creature, having failed upon 
several theatres, was obliged to step down every 
evening from his heights, and sing from half-a-dozen 
to a dozen comic songs, twang a guitar, keep a 
country audience in good humour, and preside finally 
over the mysteries of a tombola. 

Madame Berthelini, who was art and part with 
him in these undignified labours, had perhaps a 
higher position in the scale of beings, and enjoyed 
a natural dignity of her own. But her heart was not 
any more rightly placed, for that would have been 
impossible ; and she had acquired a little air of 
melancholy, attractive enough in its way, but not 
good to see like the wholesome, sky-scraping, boyish 
spirits of her lord. 

He, indeed, swam like a kite on a fair wind, high 
above earthly troubles. Detonations of temper were 
not unfrequent in the zones he travelled ; but sulky 
fogs and tearful depressions -were there alike unknown. 
A well-delivered blow upon a table, or a noble attitude, 
imitated from Melingne or Frederic, relieved his 
irritation like a vengeance. Though the heaven had 
fallen, if he had played his part with propriety, 
Berthelini had been content ! And the man's atmo- 
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sphere, if not his example, reacted on his wife ; for 
the couple doated on each other, and although you 
would have thought they walked in different worlds, 
yet continued to walk hand in hand. 

It chanced one day that Monsieur and Madame 
Berthelini descended with two boxes and a guitar in 
a fat case at the station of the little town of Castel- 
le-Gachis, and the omnibus carried them with their 
effects to the Hotel of the Black Head. This was a 
dismal, conventual building in a narrow street, cap- 
able of standing siege wheu once the gates were shut, 
and smelling strangely in the interior of straw and 
chocolate and old feminine apparel. Berthelini 
paused upon the threshold with a painful pre- 
monition. In some former state, it seemed to him, 
he had visited a hostelry that smelt not otherwise, 
and been ill received. 

The landlord, a tragic person in a large felt hat, 
rose from a business table under the key-rack, and 
came forward, removing his hat with both hands as 
he did so. 

' Sir, I salute you. May I inquire what is your 
charge for artists ? ' inquired Berthelini, with a 
courtesy at once splendid and insinuating. 

' For artists ? ' said the landlord. His counten- 
ance fell and the smile of welcome disappeared. 
' Oh, artists 1 ' he added brutally ; ' four francs a day.' 
And he turned his back upon these inconsiderable 
customers. 

A commercial traveller is received, he also, upon 
a reduction — yet is he welcome, yet can he command 
the fatted calf; but an artist, had he the manners of 
an Almaviva, were he dressed like Solomon in all his 
glory, is received like a dog and served like a timid 
lady travelling alone. 

Accustomed as he was to the rubs of his profes- 
sion, Berthelini was unpleasantly affected by the land- 
lord's manner. 
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' Elvira,' said he to his wife, ' mark my words : 
Castel-le-Grachis is a tragic folly.' 

' Wait till we see what we take,' replied Elvira. 

' We shall take nothing,' returned Berthelini ; 
* we shall feed upon insults. I have an eye, Elvira ; I 
have a spirit of divination ; and this place is accursed. 
The landlord has been discourteous, the Commissary 
will be brutal, the audience will be sordid and 
uproarious, and you will take a cold upon your throat. 
We have been besotted enough to come ; the die is 
cast — it will be a second Sedan.' 

Sedan was a town hateful to the Berthelinis, not 
only from patriotism (for they were French, and 
answered after the flesh to the somewhat homely 
name of Duval), but because it had been the scene 
of their most sad reverses. In that place they had 
lain three weeks in pawn for their hotel bill, and had 
it not been for a surprising stroke of fortune they 
might have been lying there in pawn until this day. 
To mention the name of Sedan was for the Berthelinis 
to dip the brush in earthquake and eclipse. Count 
Almaviva slouched his hat with a gesture expressive 
of despair, and even Elvira felt as if ill- fortune had 
been personally invoked. 

' Let us ask for breakfast,' said she, with a woman's 
tact. 

The Commissary of Police of Castel-le-Gachis was 
a large red Commissary, pimpled, and subject to a 
strong cutaneous transpiration. I have repeated the 
name of his office because he was so very much more 
a Commissary than a man. The spirit of his dignity 
had entered into him. He carried his corporation as 
if it were something official. Whenever he insulted 
a common citizen it seemed to him as if he were 
adroitly flattering the Government by a side wind ; 
in default of dignity he was brutal from an over- 
weening sense of duty. His office was a den, whence 
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passers-by could hear rude accents laying down, not 
the law, but the good pleasure of the Commissary. 

Six several times in the course of the day did M. 
Berthelini hurry thither in quest of the requisite 
permission for his evening's entertainment ; six 
several times he found the official was abroad. Leon 
Berthelini began to grow quite a familiar figure in the 
streets of Castel-le-Gachis ; he became a local cele- 
brity, and was pointed out as ' the man who was 
looking for the Commissary.' Idle children attached 
themselves to his footsteps, and trotted after him 
back and forward between the hotel and the office. 
Leon might try as he liked ; he might roll cigarettes, 
he might straddle, he might cock his hat at a dozen 
different jaunty inclinations — the part of Almaviva 
was, under the circumstances, difficult to play. 

As he passed the market-place upon the seventh 
excursion the Commissary was pointed out to him, 
where he stood, with his waistcoat unbuttoned and his 
hands behind his back, to superintend the sale and 
measurement of butter. Berthelini threaded his way 
through the market stalls and baskets, and accosted 
the dignitary with a bow which was a triumph of the 
histrionic art. 

' I have the honour,' he asked, ' of meeting M. le 
Commissaire ? ' 

The Commissary was affected by the nobility of 
his address. He excelled Leon in the depth if not in 
the airy grace of his salutation. 

' The honour,' said he, ' is mine ! ' 

' I am,' continued the strolling-player, * I am, sir, 
an artist, and I have permitted myself to interrupt 
you on an affair of business. To-night I give a 
trifling musical entertainment at the Cafe of the 
Triumphs of the Plough — permit me to offer you 
this little programme — and I have come to ask you 
for the necessary authorisation.' 

At the word ' artist,' the Commissary had replaced 
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his hat with the air of a person who, having con- 
descended too far, should suddenly remember the 
duties of his rank. 

' Go, go,' said he, ' I am busy — I am measuring 
butter.' 

'Heathen Jew!' thought Leon. 'Permit me, 
sir,' be resumed, aloud. ' I bave gone six times 
already ' 

' Put up your bills if you choose,' interrupted the 
Commissary. ' In an hour or so I will examine 
your papers at the office. But now go ; I am busy.' 

' Measuring butter ! ' thought Berthelini. ' Oh, 
France, and it is for this that we made '93 ! ' 

The preparations were soon made ; the bills 
posted, programmes laid on the dinner-table of every 
hotel in the town, and a stage erected at one end of 
the Cafe of the Triumphs of the Plough ; but when 
Leon returned to the office, the Commissary was 
once more abroad. 

' He is like Madame Benoiton,' thought Leon, 
* Fichu Commissaire ! ' 

And just then he met the man face to face. 

' Here, sir,' said he, ' are my papers. Will you 
be pleased to verify ? ' 

But the Commissary was now intent upon dinner. 

' No use,' he replied, ' no use ; I am busy ; I am 
quite satisfied. Give your entertainment.' 

And he hurried on. 

' Fichu Commissaire 1 ' thought Leon. 



CHAPTER II. 

The audience was pretty large; and the proprietor 
of the cafe made a good thing of it in beer. But 
the Berthelinis exerted themselves in vain. 

Leon was radiant in velveteen ; he had a rakish 
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way of smoking a cigarette between his songs that 
was worth money in itself; he underlined his comic 
points, so that the dullest numskull in Castel-le- 
Gachis had a notion when to laugh ; and he handled 
his guitar in a manner worthy of himself. Indeed 
his play with that instrument was as good as a 
■whole romantic drama ; it was so dashing, so florid, 
and so cavalier. 

Elvira, on the other hand, sang her patriotic and 
romantic songs with more than usual expression ; her 
voice had charm and plangency ; and as Leon looked 
at her, in her low-bodied maroon dress, with her 
arms bare to the shoulder, and a red flower set 
provocatively in her corset, he repeated to himself 
for the many hundredth time that she was one of 
the loveliest creatures in the world of women. 

Alas ! when she went round with the tambourine, 
the golden youth of Castel-le-Gachis turned from 
her coldly. Here and there a single halfpenny was 
forthcoming; the net result of a collection never 
exceeded half a franc ; and the Maire himself, after 
seven different applications, had contributed exactly 
twopence. A certain chill began to settle upon the 
artists themselves ; it seemed as if they were sing- 
ing to slugs ; Apollo himself might have lost heart 
with such an audience. The Berthelinis struggled 
against the impression ; they put their back into 
their work, they sang loud and louder, the guitar 
twanged like a living thing ; and at last Leon arose 
in his might, and burst with inimitable conviction 
into his great song, ' Y a des honnetes gens partout !' 
Never had he given more proof of his artistic 
mastery ; it was his intimate, indefeasible conviction 
that Ca.-tel-le-Gachis formed an exception to the 
law he was now lyrically proclaiming, and was 
peopled exclusively by thieves and bullies ; and yet, 
as I say, he flung it down like a challenge, he trolled 
it forth like an article of faith ; and his face so 
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beamed the while that you would have thought he 
must make converts of the benches, 

He was at the top of his register, with his head 
thrown back and his mouth open, when the door was 
thrown violently open, and a pair of new comers 
marched noisily into the cafe. It was the Commis- 
sary, followed by the Grarde Champetre. 

The undaunted Berthelini still continued to pro- 
claim, ' Y a des honnetes gens partout ! ' But now 
the sentiment produced an audible titter among the 
audience. Berthelini wondered why ; he did not 
know the antecedents of the Garde Champetre ; he 
had never heard of a little story about postage 
stamps. But the public knew all about the postage 
stamps and enjoyed the coincidence hugely. 

The Commissary planted himself upon a vacant 
chair with somewhat the air of Cromwell visiting 
the Eump, and spoke in occasional whispers to the 
Garde Champetre, who remained respectfully stand- 
ing at his back. The eyes of both were directed 
upon Berthelini, who persisted in his statement. 

' Y a des honnetes gens partout,' he was just 
chanting for the twentieth time ; when up got the 
Commissary upon his feet and waved brutally to the 
singer with his cane. 

' Is it me you want ? ' inquired Leon, stopping in 
his song. 

' It is you,' replied the potentate. 

' Fichu Commissaire ! ' thought Leon, and he 
descended from the stage and made his way to the 
functionary. 

' How does it happen, sir,' said the Commissary, 
swelling in person, ' that I find you mountebanking 
in a public cafe without my permission ? ' 

' Without ? ' cried the indignant Leon. ' Permit 
me to remind you ' 

' Come, come, sir ! ' said the Commissary, ' I 
desire no explanations.' 
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* I care nothing about what you desire,' returned 
the singer. ' I choose to give them, and I will not 
be gagged. I am an artist, sir, a distinction that 
you cannot comprehend. I received your permission 
and stand here upon the strength of it ; interfere 
with me who dare.' 

' You have not got my signature, I tell you,' 
cried the Commissary. ' Show me my signature ! 
Where is my signature ? ' 

That was just the question ; where was his 
signature ? Leon recognised that he was in a hole ; 
but his spirit rose with the occasion, and he 
blustered nobly, tossing back his curls. The Com- 
missary played up to him in the character of tyrant ; 
and as the one leaned farther forward, the other 
leaned farther back — majesty confronting fury. The 
audience had transferred their attention to this new 
performance, and listened with that silent gravity 
common to all Frenchmen in the neighbourhood of 
the Police. Elvira had sat down, she was vised to 
these distractions, and it was rather melancholy than 
fear that now oppressed her. 

' Another word,' cried the Commissary, ' and I 
arrest you.' 

' Arrest me ? ' shouted Leon. ' I defy you ! ' 

' I am the Commissary of Police,' said the 
official. 

Leon commanded his feelings, and replied, with 
great delicacy of innuendo — 

' So it would appear.' 

The point was too refined for Castel-le-Gachis ; 
it did not raise a smile ; and as for the Commissary, 
he simply bade the singer follow him to his office, 
and directed his proud footsteps towards the door. 
There was nothing for it but to obey. Leon did so 
with a proper pantomime of indifference, but it was 
a leek to eat, and there was no denying it. 

The Maire had slipped out and was already 
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waiting at the Commissary's door. Now the Mai re, 
in France, is the refuge of the oppressed. He 
stands between his people and the boisterous rigours 
of the Police. He can sometimes understand what 
is said to him ; he is not always puffed up beyond 
measure by his dignity. 'Tis a thing worth the 
knowledge of travellers. When all seems over, and 
a man has made up his mind to injustice, he has 
still, like the heroes of romance, a little bugle at his 
belt whereon to blow ; and the Maire, a comfortable 
deus ex machind, may still descend to deliver him 
from the miDions of the law. The Maire of Castel- 
le-Gachis, although inaccessible to the charms of 
music as retailed by the Berthelinis, had no hesita- 
tion whatever as to the rights of the matter. He 
instantly fell foul of the Commissary in very high 
terms, and the Commissary, pricked by this humilia- 
tion, accepted battle on the point of fact. The 
argument lasted some little while with varying 
success, until at length victory inclined so plainly to 
the Commissary's side that the Maire was fain to 
re-assert himself by an exercise of authority. He 
had been out-argued, but he was still the Maire. 
And so, turning from his interlocutor, he briefly but 
kindly recommended Leon to get back instanter to 
his concert. 

' It is already growing late,' he added. 

Leon did not wait to be told twice. He re- 
turned to the Cafe of the Triumphs of the Plough 
with all expedition. Alas ! the audience had melted 
away during his absence ; Elvira was sitting in a 
very disconsolate attitude on the guitar-box ; she 
had watched the company dispersing by twos and 
threes, and the prolonged spectacle had somewhat 
overwhelmed her spirits. Each man, she reflected, 
retired with a certain proportion of her earnings in 
his pocket, and she saw to-night's board and to- 
morrow's railway expenses, and finally even to- 
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morrow's dinner, walk one after another out of the 
cafe door and disappear into the night. 

' What was it ? ' she asked, languidly. 

But Leon did not answer. He was looking 
round him on the scene of defeat. Scarce a score of 
listeners remained, and these of the least promising 
sort. The minute hand of the clock was already 
climbing upward towards eleven. 

' It's a lost battle,' said he, and then taking up 
the money-box, he turned it out. 'Three francs 
seventy-five ! ' he cried, 'as against four of board and 
six of railway fares ; and no time for the tombola ! 
Elvira, tins is Waterloo.' And he sat down and 
passed both hands desperately among bis curls. ' 
Fichu Commissaire ! ' he cried, ' Fichu Commissaire ! ' 

' Let us get the things together and be off,' 
returned Elvira. ' We might try another song, but 
there is not six halfpence in the room.' 

' Six halfpence ? ' cried Leon, ' six hundred 
thousand devils ! There is not a human creature in 
the town — nothing but pigs and dogs and commis- 
saries ! Pray heaven, we get safe to bed.' 

' Don't imagine things ! ' exclaimed Elvira, with 
a shudder. 

And with that they set to work on their prepara- 
tions. The tobacco-jar, the cigarette-holder, the 
three papers of shirt-studs, which were to have been 
the prizes of the tombola had the tombola come off, 
were made into a bundle with the music ; the guitar 
was stowed into the fat guitar-case ; and Elvira 
having thrown a thin shawl about her neck and 
shoulders, the pair issued from the cafe and set off 
for the Black Head. 

As they crossed the market-place the church 
bell rang out eleven. It was a dark, mild night, 
and there was no one in the streets. 

' It is all very fine,' said Leon : ' but I have a 
presentiment. The night is not yet done.' 

x 
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CHAPTER III. 

The " Black Head " presented not a single chink of 
light upon the street, and the carriage gate was closed. 

' This is unprecedented,' observed Leon. ' An 
inn closed by five minutes after eleven ! And there 
were several commercial travellers in the cafe up to 
a late hour. Elvira, my heart misgives me. Let 
us ring the bell.' 

The bell had a potent note ; and being swung 
under the arsh it filled the house from top to 
bottom with surly, clanging reverberations. The 
sound accentuated the conventual appearance of the 
building ; a wintry sentiment, a thought of prayer 
jnd mortification, took hold upon Elvira's mind ; 
and, as for Leon, he seemed to be reading the stage 
directions for a lugubrious fifth act. 

' This is your fault,' said Elvira : ' this is what 
comes of fancying things ! ' 

Again Leon pulled the bell-rope ; again the 
solemn tocsin awoke the echoes of the inn ; and ere 
they had died away, a light glimmered in the 
carriage entrance, and a powerful voice was heard 
upraised and tremulous with wrath. 

' What's all this ? ' cried the tragic host through 
the spars of the gate. ' Hard upon twelve, and 
you come clamouring like Prussians at the door of 
a respectable hotel? Oh!' he cried, 'I know you 
now ! Common singers ! People in trouble with the 
police ! And you present yourselves at midnight 
like lords and ladies ? Be off with you ! ' 

' You will permit me to remind you,' replied 
Leon, in thrilling tones, ' that I am a guest in your 
house, that I am properly inscribed, and that I have 
deposited baggage to the value of four hundred 
francs.' 
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' You cannot get in at this hour,' returned the 
man. ' This is no thieves' tavern, for mohocks and 
night rakes and organ-grinders.' 

' Brute ! ' cried Elvira, for the organ-grinders 
touched her home. 

' Then I demand my baggage,' said Leon, with 
unabated dignity. 

' I know nothing of your baggage,' replied the 
landlord. 

' You detain my baggage ? You dare to detain 
my baggage ? ' cried the singer. 

' Who are you ? ' returned the landlord. ' It is 
dark — I cannot recognise you.' 

' Very well, then — you detain my baggage,' con- 
cluded Leon. ' You shall smart for this. I will 
weary out your life with persecutions ; I will drag 
you from court to court ; if there is justice to be 
had in France, it shall be rendered between you and 
me. And I will make you a by-word — I will put 
you in a song — a scurrilous song— an indecent 
song — a popular song — which the boys shall sing 
to you in the street, and come and howl through 
these spars at midnight ! ' 

He had gone on raising his voice at every phrase, 
for all the while the landlord was very placidly 
retiring ; and now, when the last glimmer of light 
had vanished from the arch, and the last footstep 
died away in the interior, Leon turned to his wife 
with a heroic countenance. 

' Elvira,' said he, ' I have now a duty in life. I 
shall destroy that man as Eugene Sue destroyed the 
concierge. Let us come at once to the Gendarmerie 
and begin our vengeance.' 

He picked up the guitar-case, which had been 
propped against the wall, and they set forth through 
the silent and ill-lighted town with burning hearts. 

The Gendarmerie was concealed beside the tele- 
graph office at the bottom of a vast court, which 



3o8 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 

was partly laid out in gardens ; and here all the 
shepherds of the public lay locked in grateful sleep. 
It took a deal of knocking to waken one; and he, 
when he came at last to the door, could find no other 
remark but that ' it was none of his business.' 
Leon reasoned with him, threatened him, besought 
him ; ' here,' he said, ' was Madame Berthelini in 
evening dress — a delicate woman — in an interesting 
condition ' — the last was thrown in, I fancy, for 
effect ; and to all this the man-at-arms made the 
same answer : 

' It is none of my business,' said he. 

' Very well,' said Leon, ' then we shall go to the 
Commissary.' Thither they went; the office was 
closed and dark ; but the house was close by, and 
Leon was soon swinging the bell like a madman. 
The Commissary's wife appeared at a window. She 
was a thread-paper creature, and informed them 
that the Commissary had not yet come home. 

' Is he at the Maire's ? ' demanded Leon. 

She thought that was not unlikely. 

' Where is the Maire's house ? ' he asked. 

And she gave him some rather vague informa- 
tion on that point. 

' Stay you here, Elvira,' said Leon, ' lest I should 
miss him by the way. If, when I return, I find you 
here no longer, I shall follow at once to the Black 
Head.' 

And he set out to find the Maire's. It took him 
some ten minutes wandering among blind lanes, 
and when he arrived it was already half an hour 
past midnight. A long white garden wall overhung 
by some thick chestnuts, a door with a letter-box, 
and an iron bell-pull, that was all that could be 
seen of the Maire's domicile. Leon took the bell- 
pull in both hands, and danced furiously upon the 
side-walk. The bell itself was just upon the other 
side of the wall, it responded to his activity, and 



PROVIDENCE AND THE GUITAR. 309 

scattered an alarming clangour far and wide into the 
night. 

A window was thrown open in a house across the 
street, and a voice inquired the cause of this un- 
timely uproar. 

' I wish the Maire,' said Leon. 

' He has been in bed this hour,' returned the voice. 

' He must get up again,' retorted Leon, and he 
was for tackling the bell-pull once more. 

' You will never make him hear,' responded the 
voice. 'The garden is of great extent, the house 
is at the farther end, and both the Maire and his 
housekeeper are deaf.' 

' Aha I ' said Leon, pausing. ' The Maire is 
deaf, is he? That explains.' And he thought of 
the evening's concert with a momentary feeling of 
relief. ' Ah ! ' he continued, ' and so the Maire is deaf, 
and the garden vast, and the house at the far end ? ' 

' And you might ring all night,' added the voice, 
' and be none the better for it. You would only 
keep me awake.' 

' Thank you, neighbour,' replied the singer. 
* You shall sleep.' 

And he made off again at his best pace for the 
Commissary's. Elvira was still walking to and fro 
before the door. 

' He has not come ? ' asked Leon. 

'Not he,' she replied. 

' Good,' returned Leon. 'I am sure our man's 
inside. Let me see the guitar-case, I shall lay this 
siege in form, Elvira ; I am angry ; I am indignant ; 
I am truculently inclined ; but I thank my Maker I 
have still a sense of fun. The unjust judge shall be 
importuned in a serenade, Elvira. Set him up — 
and set him up.' 

He had the case opened by this time, struck a 
few chords, and fell into an attitude which was 
irresistibly Spanish. 
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1 Now,' he continued, ' feel your voice. Are you 
ready ? Follow me ! ' 

The guitar twanged, and the two voices upraised, 
in harmony and with a startling loudness, the chorus 
of a song of old Beranger's : — 

' Commissaire ! Commissaire ! 
Colin bat sa menagfere.' 

The stones of Castel-le-Grachis thrilled at this 
audacious innovation. Hitherto had the night been 
sacred to repose and nightcaps ; and now what was 
this ? "Window after window was opened ; matches 
scratched, and candles began to flicker; swollen 
sleepy faces peered forth into the starlight. There 
were the two figures before the Commissary's house, 
each bolt upright, with head thrown back and eyes 
interrogating the starry heavens ; the guitar wailed, 
shouted, and reverberated like half an orchestra ; 
and the voices, with a crisp and spirited delivery, 
hurled the appropriate burden at the Commissary's 
window. All the echoes repeated the functionary's 
name. It was more like an entr'acte in a farce of 
Moliere's than a passage of real life in Castel-le- 
Gachis. 

The Commissary, if he was not the first, was not 
the last of the neighbours to yield to the influence 
of music, and furiously throw open the window of 
his bedroom. He was beside himself with rage. 
He leaned far over the window-sill, raving and 
gesticulating; the tassel of his white night-cap 
danced like a thing of life : he opened his mouth 
to dimensions hitherto unprecedented, and yet his 
voice, instead of escaping from it in a roar, came 
forth shrill and choked and tottering. A little more 
serenading, and it was clear he would be better 
acquainted with the apoplexy. 

I scorn to reproduce his language ; he touched 
upon too many serious topics by the way for a quiet 
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story-teller. Although he was known for a man 
who was prompt with his tongue, and had a power 
of strong expression at command, he excelled him- 
self so remarkably this night that one maiden lady, 
who had got out of bed like the rest to hear the 
serenade, was obliged to shut her window at the 
second clause. Even what she had heard disquieted 
her conscience ; and next day she said she scarcely 
reckoned as a maiden lady any longer. 

Leon tried to explain his predicament, but he 
received nothing but threats of arrest by way of 
answer. 

'If I come down to you I' cried the Commissary. 

' Aye,' said Leon, ' do ! ' 

' I will not ! ' cried the Commissary. 

' You dare not ! ' answered Leon. 

At that the Commissary closed his window. 

' All is over,' said the singer. ' The serenade was 
perhaps ill-judged. These boors have no sense of 
humour.' 

' Let us get away from here,' said Elvira, with 
a shiver. 'All these people looking — it is so rude 
and so brutal.' And then giving way once more to 
passion — 'Brutes!' she cried aloud to the candle-lit 
spectators — * brutes ! brutes ! brutes ! ' 

' Sauve qui peut,' said Leon. ' You have done it 
now ! ' 

And taking the guitar in one hand and the case 
in the other, he led the way with something too pre- 
cipitate to be merely called precipitation from the 
scene of this absurd adventure. 



CHAPTER IV. 

To the west of Castel-le-Gachis four rows of vene- 
rable lime-trees formed, in this starry night, a twilit 
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avenue with two side aisles of pitch darkness. Here 
and there stone benches were disposed between the 
trunks. There was not a breath of wind ; a heavy 
atmosphere of perfume hung about the alleys ; and 
every leaf stood stock-still upon its twig. Hither, 
after vainly knocking at an inn or two, the Berthe- 
linis came at length to pass the night. After an 
amiable contention, Leon insisted on giving his coat 
to Elvira, and they sat down together on the first 
bench in silence. Leon made a cigarette, which he 
smoked to an end, looking up into the trees, and, 
beyond them, at the constellations, of which he tried 
vainly to recall the names. The silence was broken 
by the chiirch bell ; it rang the four quarters on a 
light and tinkling measure ; then followed a single 
deep stroke that died slowly away with a thrill ; and 
stillness resumed its empire. 

' One,' said Leon. ' Four hours till daylight. It 
is warm ; it is starry ; I have matches and tobacco. 
Do not let us exaggerate, Elvira — the experience is 
positively charming. I feel a glow within me ; I am 
born again. This is the poetry of life. Think of 
Cooper's novels, my dear.' 

' Leon,' she said, fiercely, ' how can you talk such 
wicked, infamous nonsense ? To pass all night out 
of doors — it is like a nightmare ! We shall die.' 

' You suffer yourself to be led away,' he replied, 
soothingly. 'It is not unpleasant here; only you 
brood. Come, now, let us repeat a scene. Shall we 
try Alceste and Celimene ? No ? Or a passage from 
the "Two Orphans"? Come, now, it will occupy 
your mind ; I will play up to you as I never have 
played before ; I feel art moving in my bones.' 

' Hold your tongue,' she cried, ' or you will drive 
me mad ! Will nothing solemnise you — not even this 
hideous situation ? ' 

' Oh, hideous ! ' objected Leon. ' Hideous is not 
the word. Why, where would you be ? " Dites, la 
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jeune belle, ou voulez-vous aller?"' be carolled. 
' Well, now,' be went on, opening tbe guitar-case, 
' there's another idea for you— sing. Sing " Dites, 
la jeune belle " ! It will compose your spirits, Elvira. 
I am sure.' 

And without waiting an answer be began to 
strum the symphony. The first chords awoke a 
young man who was lying asleep upon a neighbour- 
ing bench. 

' Hullo !' cried the young man, ' who are you ? ' 

' Under which king, Bezonian ? ' declaimed the 
artist. ' Speak or die ! ' 

Or if it was not exactly that, it was something to 
much the same purpose from a French tragedy. 

The young man drew near in tbe twilight. He 
was a tall, powerful, gentlemanly fellow, with a some- 
what puffy face, dressed in a grey tweed suit, with 
a deer-stalker hat of the same material ; and as he 
now came forward be carried a knapsack slung upon 
one arm. 

' Are you camping out here too ? ' be asked, with 
a strong English accent. ' I'm not sorry for company.' 

Leon explained their misadventure ; and the 
other told them that he was a Cambridge under- 
graduate on a walking tour, that he had run short 
of money, could no longer pay for his night's lodg- 
ing, had already been camping out for two nights, 
and feared he sbould require to continue the same 
manoeuvre for at least two nights more. 

' Luckily, it's jolly weather,' he concluded. 

' You hear tbat, Elvira,' said Leon. ' Madame 
Berthelini,' he went on, ' is ridiculously affected by 
this trifling occurrence. For my part, I find it 
romantic and far from uncomfortable ; or at least,' 
he added, shifting on the stone bench, ' not quite so 
uncomfortable as might have been expected. But 
pray be seated.' 

' Yes,' returned the undergraduate, sitting down, 
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' it's rather nice than otherwise when once you're 
used to it ; only it's devilish difficult to get washed. 
I like the fresh air and these stars and things.' 

' Aha ! ' said Leon, ' Monsieur is an artist.' 

' An artist ? ' returned the other, with a blank 
stare. ' Not if I know it ! ' 

' Pardon me,' said the actor. ' What you said 
this moment about the orbs of heaven ' 

'Oh, nonsense!' cried the Englishman. 'A 
fellow may admire the stars and be anything he likes.' 

'You have an artist's nature, however, Mr. ■ 

I beg your pardon ; may I, without indiscretion, 
inquire your name ? ' asked Leon. 

' My name is Stubbs,' replied the Englishman. 

'I thank you,' returned Leon. 'Mine is Ber- 
tbelini — Leon Berthelini, ex- artist of the theatres of 
Montrouge, Belleville, and Montrnartre. Humble as 
you see me, I have created with applause more than 
one important role. The Press were unanimous in 
praise of my Howling Devil of the Mountains, in 
the piece of the same name. Madame, whom I now 
present to you, is herself an artist, and I must not 
omit to state, a better artist than her husband. She 
also is a creator ; she created nearly twenty success- 
ful songs at one of the principal Parisian music- 
halls. But, to continue, I was saying you had an 
artist's nature, Monsieur Stubbs, and you must 
permit me to be a judge in such a question. I 
trust you will not falsify your instincts ; let me 
beseech you to follow the career of an artist.' 

' Thank you,' returned Stubbs, with a chuckle. 
* Pm going to be a banker.' 

' No,' said Leon, ' do not say so. Not that. A 
man with such a nature as yours should not derogate 
so far. What are a few privations here and there, so 
long as you are working for a high and noble goal ? ' 

' This fellow's mad,' thought Stubbs ; ' but the 
woman's rather pretty, and he's not bad fun himself, 
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if you come to that.' What he said was different. 
' I thought you said you were an actor ? ' 

'I certainly did so,' replied Leon. 'I am one, 
or, alas ! I was.' 

' And so you want me to be an actor, do you r ' 
continued the undergraduate. ' Why, man, I could 
never so much as learn the stuff; my memory's like 
a sieve ; and as for acting, I've no more idea than a 
cat.' 

'The stage is not the only course,' said Leon. 
' Be a sculptor, be a dancer, be a poet or a novelist ; 
follow your heart, in short, and do some thorough 
work before you die.' 

' And do you call all these things art ? ' in- 
quired Stubbs. 

' Why, certainly ! ' returned Leon. ' Are they 
not all branches ? ' 

' Oh ! I didn't know,' replied the Englishman. 
' I thought an artist meant a fellow who painted.' 

The singer stared at him in some surprise. 

' It is the difference of language,' he said at 
last. ' This Tower of Babel, when shall we have 
paid for it ? If I could speak English you would 
follow me more readily.' 

' Between you and me, I don't believe I should,' 
replied the other. ' You seem to have thought a 
devil of a lot about this business. For my part, I 
admire the stars, and like to have them shining — it's 
so cheery — but hang me if I had an idea it had 
anything to do with art ! It's not in my line, you 
see. I'm not intellectual ; I have no end of trouble 
to scrape through my exams., I can tell you ! But 
I'm not a bad sort at bottom,' he added, seeing his 
interlocutor looked distressed even in the dim star- 
shine, ' and I rather like the play, and music, and 
guitars, and things.' 

Leon had a perception that the understanding 
was incomplete. He changed the subject. 
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' And so you travel on foot ? ' he continued. 

* How romantic ! How courageous ! And how are 
you pleased with my land ? How does the scenery 
affect you among these wild hills of ours ? ' 

' Well, the fact is,' began Stubbs — he was about 
to say that he didn't care for scenery, which was not 
at all true, being, on the contrary, only an athletic 
undergraduate pretension ; but he had begun to 
suspect that Berthelini liked a different sort of meat, 
and substituted something else — ' The fact is, I 
think it jolly. They told me it was no good up 
here ; even the guide-book said so ; but I don't 
know what they meant. I think it is deuced pretty 
— upon my word, I do.' 

At this moment, in the most unexpected manner, 
Elvira burst into tears. 

' My voice ! ' she cried. ' Leon, if I stay here 
longer I shall lose my voice ! ' 

' You shall not stay another moment,' cried the 
actor. 'If I have to beat in a door, if I have 
to burn the town, I shall find you shelter.' 

With that, he replaced the guitar, and comfort- 
ing her with some caresses, drew her arm through 
his. 

' Monsieur Stubbs,' said he, taking off his hat, 

* the reception I offer you is rather problematical ; 
but let me beseech you to give us the pleasure of 
your society. You are a little embarrassed for the 
moment ; you must, indeed, permit me to advance 
what may be necessary. I ask it as a favour ; we 
must not part so soon after having met so strangely.' 

' Oh, come, you know,' said Stubbs, ' I can't let 

a fellow like you ' And there he paused, feeling 

somehow or other on a wrong tack. 

'I do not wish to employ menaces,' continued 
Leon, with a smile ; ' but if you refuse, indeed I 
ghall not take it kindly.' 

'I don't quite see my way out of it,' thought 
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the undergraduate ; and then, after a pause, he said, 
aloud and ungraciously enough, ' All right. I — 
I'm very much obliged, of course.' And he pro- 
ceeded to follow them, thinking in his heart, ' But 
it's bad form, all the same, to force an obligation on 
a fellow.' 

CHAPTER V. 

L£on strode ahead as if he knew exactly where he 
was going ; the sobs of Madame were still faintly 
audible, and no one uttered a word. A dog barked 
furiously in a courtyard as they went by ; then the 
church clock struck two, and many domestic clocks 
followed or preceded it in piping tones. And just 
then Berthelini spied a light. It burned in a small 
house on the outskirts of the town, and thither the 
party now directed their steps. 

' It is always a chance,' said Leon. 

The house in question stood back from the 
street behind an open space, part garden, part 
turnip-field ; and several outhouses stood forward 
from either wing at right angles to the front. One 
of these had recently undergone some change. An 
enormous window, looking towards the north, had 
been effected in the wall and roof, and Leon began to 
hope it was a studio. 

' If it's only a painter,' he said, with a chuckle, 
' ten to one we get as good a welcome as we want.' 

' I thought painters were principally poor,' said 
Stubbs. 

' Ah ! ' cried Leon, ' you do not know the world 
as I do. The poorer the better for us ! ' 

And the trio advanced into the turnip-field. 

The light was in the ground floor ; as one 
window was brightly illuminated and two others 
more faintly, it might be supposed that there was a 
single lamp in one corner of a large apartment ; and 
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a certain tremulousness and temporary dwindling 
showed that a live fire contributed to the effect. 
The sound of a voice now became audible ; and 
the trespassers paused to listen. It was pitched in a 
high, angry key, but had still a good, full, and 
masculine note in it. The utterance was voluble, 
too voluble even to be" quite distinct ; a stream of 
words, rising and falling, with ever and again a 
phrase thrown out by itself, as if the speaker 
reckoned on its virtue. 

Suddenly another voice joined in. This time it 
was a woman's ; and if the man were angry, the 
woman was incensed to the degree of fury. There 
was that absolutely blank composure known to 
suffering males ; that colourless unnatural speech 
which shows a spirit accurately balanced between 
homicide and hysterics ; the tone in which the best 
of women sometimes utter words worse than death 
to those most dear to them. If Abstract Bones- and- 
Sepulchre were to be endowed with the gift of 
speech, thus, and not otherwise, would it discourse. 
Leon was a brave man, and I fear he was some- 
what sceptically given (he had been educated in 
a Papistical country), but the habit of childhood 
prevailed, and he crossed himself devoutly. He 
had met several women in his career. It was ob- 
vious that his instinct had not deceived him, for 
the male voice broke forth instantly in a towering 
passion. 

The undergraduate, who had not understood the 
significance of the woman's contribution, pricked up 
his ears at the change upon the man. 

' There's going to be a free fight,' he opined. 

There was another retort from the woman, still 
calm but a little higher. 

' Hysterics ? ' asked Leon of his wife. ' Is that 
the stage direction ? ' 



PROVIDENCE AND THE GUITAR. 319 

' How should I know ? ' returned Elvira, some- 
what tartly. 

'Oh, woman, woman! said Leon, b eginning to 
open the guitar-case. * It is one of the burdens of 
my life, Monsieur Stubbs ; they support each other ; 
they always pretend there is no system ; they say 
it's nature. Even Madame Berthelini, who is a 
dramatic artist ! ' 

' You are heartless, Leon,' said Elvira ; ' that 
woman is in trouble.' 

'And the man, my angel?' inquired Berthelini, 
passing the ribbon of his guitar. 'And the man, 
m'amour?' 

' He is a man,' she answered. 

' You hear that ? ' said Leon to Stubbs. ' It is 
not too late for you. Mark the intonation. And 
now,' he continued, ' what are we to give them ? ' 

' Are you going to sing ? ' asked Stubbs. 

' I am a troubadour,' replied Leon. ' I claim a 
welcome by and for my art. If I were a banker 
could I do as much ? ' 

'Well, you wouldn't need, you know,' answered 
the undergraduate. 

' Egad,' said Leon, ' but that's true. Elvira, 
that is true.' 

' Of course it is,' she replied. ' Did you not 
know it?' 

' My dear,' answered Leon, impressively, ' I 
know nothing but what is agreeable. Even my 
knowledge of life is a work of art superiorly com- 
posed. But what are we to give them ? It should 
be something appropriate.' 

Visions of ' Let dogs delight ' passed through the 
undergraduate's mind ; but it occurred to him that 
the poetry was English and that he did not know 
the air. Hence he contributed no suggestion. 

'Something about our houselessness,' said Elvira. 
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( I have it,' cried Leon. And he broke forth 
into a song of Pierre Dupont's : — 

Savez-vous ou gite 
Mai, ce joli mois ? 

Elvira joined in ; so did Stubbs, with a good ear 
and voice, but an imperfect acquaintance with the 
music. Leon and the guitar were equal to the 
situation. The actor dispensed his throat-notes with 
prodigality and enthusiasm ; and, as he looked up to 
heaven in his heroic way, tossing the black ringlets, 
it seemed to him that the very stars contributed a 
dumb applause to his efforts, and the universe lent 
him its silence for a chorus. That is one of the 
best features of the heavenly bodies, that they 
belong to everybody in particular ; and a man like 
Leon, a chronic Endymion who managed to get 
along without encouragement, is always the world's 
centre for himself. 

He alone — and it is to be noted, he was the 
worst singer of the three — took the music seriously 
to heart, and judged the serenade from a high 
artistic point of view. Elvira, on the other hand, 
was preoccupied about their reception ; and, as 
for Stubbs, he considered the whole affair in the 
light of a broad joke. 

' Know you the lair of May, the lovely month ? ' 
went the three voices in the turnip-field. 

The inhabitants were plainly fluttered ; the light 
moved to and fro, strengthening in one window, 
paling in another ; and then the door was thrown 
open, and a man in a blouse appeared on the thres- 
hold carrying a lamp. He was a powerful young 
fellow, with bewildered hair and beard, wearing his 
neck open ; his blouse was stained with oil-colours in 
a harlequinesque disorder ; and there was some- 
thing rural in the droop and bagginess of his belted 
trousers. 
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From immediately behind him, and indeed over 
his shoulder, a woman's face looked out into the 
darkness ; it was pale and a little weary, although 
still young ; it wore a dwindling, disappearing 
prettiness, soon to be quite gone, and the expression 
was both gentle and sour, and reminded one faintly 
of the taste of certain drugs. For all that, it was 
not a face to dislike ; when the prettiness had 
vanished, it seemed as if a certain pale beauty might 
step in to take its place ; and as both the mildness 
and the asperity were characters of youth, it might 
be hoped that, with years, both would merge into a 
constant, brave, and not unkindly temper. 

' What is all this ? ' cried the man. 



CHAPTEK VI. 

L£on had his hat in his hand at once. He came 
forward with his customary grace ; it was a moment 
which would have earned him a round of cheering 
on the stage. Elvira and Stubbs advanced behind 
him, like a couple of Admetus's sheep following the 
god Apollo. 

' Sir,' said Leon, ' the hour is unpardonably late, 
and our little serenade has the air of an imperti- 
nence. Believe me, sir, it is an appeal. Monsieur 
is an artist, I perceive. We are here three artists 
benighted and without shelter, one a woman — a 
delicate woman — in evening dress — in an interesting 
situation. This will not fail to touch the woman's 
heart of Madame, whom I perceive indistinctly 
behind Monsieur her husband, and whose face speaks 
eloquently of a well-regulated mind. Ah ! Monsieur, 
Madame — one generous movement, and you make 
three people happy ! Two or three hours beside 
your fire— I ask it of Monsieur in the name of Art 
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— I ask it of Madame by the sanctity of woman- 
hood.' 

The two, as by a tacit consent, drew back from 
the door. 

' Come in,' said the man. 

' Entrez, Madame,' said the woman. 

The door opened directly upon the kitchen of 
the house, which was to all appearance the only 
sitting-room. The furniture was both plain and 
scanty ; but there were one or two landscapes on the 
wall handsomely framed, as if they had already visited 
the committee-rooms of an exhibition and been 
thence extruded. Leon walked up to the pictures 
and represented the part of a connoisseur before 
each in turn, with his usual dramatic insight and 
force. The master of the house, as if irresistibly 
attracted, followed him from canvas to canvas with 
the lamp. Elvira was led directly to the fire, 
where she proceeded to warm herself, while Stubbs 
stood in the middle of the floor and followed the 
proceedings of Leon with mild astonishment in his 
eyes. 

'You should see them by daylight,' said the 
artist. 

'I promise myself that pleasure,' said Leon. 
' You possess, sir, if you will permit me an observa- 
tion, the art of composition to a T.' 

' You are very good,' returned the other. ' But 
should you not draw nearer to the fire ? ' 

' With all my heart,' said Leon. 

And the whole party was soon gathered at the table 
over a hasty and not an elegant cold supper, washed 
down with the least of small wines. Nobody liked 
the meal, but nobody complained ; they put a good 
face upon it, one and all, and made a great clatter- 
ing of knives and forks. To see Leon eating a single 
cold sausage was to see a triumph ; by the time he 
had done he had got through as much pantomime 
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as would have sufficed for a baron of beef, and he 
had the relaxed expression of the over-eaten. 

As Elvira had naturally taken a place by the side 
of Leon, and Stubbs as naturally, although I believe 
unconsciously, by the side of Elvira, the host and 
hostess were left together. Yet it was to be noted 
that they never addressed a word to each other, nor 
so much as suffered their eyes to meet. The inter- 
rupted skirmish still survived in ill-feeling ; and the 
instant the guests departed it would break forth 
again as bitterly as ever. The talk wandered from 
this to that subject — for with one accord the party 
had declared it was too late to go to bed ; but those 
two never relaxed towards each other ; Goneril and 
Began in a sisterly tiff were not more bent on 
enmity. 

It chanced that Elvira was so much tired by all 
the little excitements of the night, that for once she 
laid aside her company manners, which were both 
easy and correct, and in the most natural manner in 
the world leaned her head on Leon's shoulder. At 
the same time, fatigue suggesting tenderness, she 
locked the fingers of her right hand into those of her 
husband's left ; and, half-closing her eyes, dozed off 
into a golden borderland between sleep and waking. 
But all the time she was not aware of what was 
passing, and saw the painter's wife studying her with 
looks between contempt and envy. 

It occurred to Leon that his constitution de- 
manded the use of some tobacco ; and he undid his 
fingers from Elvira's in order to roll a cigarette. 
It was gently done, and he took care that his in- 
dulgence should in no other way disturb his wife's 
position. But it seemed to catch the eye of the 
painter's wife with a special significancy. She looked 
straight before her for an instant, and then, with a 
swift and stealthy movement, took hold of her hus- 
band's hand below the table. Alas ! she might have 
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spared herself the dexterity. For the poor fellow 
was so overcome by this caress that he stopped with 
his mouth open in the middle of a word, and by the 
expression of his face plainly declared to all the 
company that his thoughts had been diverted into 
softer channels. 

If it had not been rather amiable, it would have 
lieen absurdly droll. His wife at once withdrew her 
touch ; but it was plain she had to exert some force. 
Thereupon the young man coloured and looked for 
a moment beautiful. 

Leon and Elvira both observed the by-play, and 
a shock passed from one to the other ; for they were 
inveterate match-makers, especially between those 
who were already married. 

'I beg your pardon,' said Leon, suddenly. 'I 
see no use in pretending. Before we came in here 
we heard sounds indicating — if I may so express, 
myself — an imperfect harmony.' 

' Sir ' began the man. 

But the woman was beforehand. 

' It is quite true,' she said. ' I see no cause to 
be ashamed. If my husband is mad I shall at least 
do my utmost to prevent the consequences. Picture 
to yourself, Monsieur and Madame,' she went on, for 
she passed Stubbs over, ' that this wretched person — 
a dauber, an incompetent, not fit to be a sign-painter 
— receives this morning an admirable offer from an 
uncle — an uncle of my own, my mother's brother, 
and tenderly beloved — of a clerkship with nearly a 
hundred and fifty pounds a year, and that he — picture 
to yourself ! — he refuses it ! Why ? For the sake of 
Art, he says. Look at his art, I say — look at it ! Is 
it fit to be seen ? Ask him — is it fit to be sold ? And 
it is for this, Monsieur and Madame, that he con- 
demns me to the most deplorable existence, without 
luxuries, without comforts, in a vile suburb, of a 
country town. non ! ' she cried, ' non — je ne me 
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tairai pas — c'est plus fort que moi ! I take these 
gentlemen and this lady forjudges — is this kind? 
is it decent ? is it manly ? Do I not deserve better at 
his hands after having married him and' — (a visible 
hitch ) — ' done everything in the world to please 
him.' 

I doubt if there were ever a more embarrassed 
company at a table ; everyone looked like a fool ; 
and the husband like the biggest. 

' The art of Monsieur, however,' said Elvira, 
breaking the silence, ' is not wanting in distinction.' 

' It has this distinction,' said the wife, ' that 
nobody will buy it.' 

'I should have supposed a clerkship ' began 

Stubbs. 

' Art is Art,' swept in Leon. ' I salute Art. It 
is the beautiful, the divine ; it is the spirit of the 

world, and the pride of life. But ' And the 

actor paused. 

' A clerkship ' began Stubbs. 

' I'll tell you what it is,' said the painter. ' I am 
an artist, and as this gentleman says, Art is this and 
the other ; but of course, if my wife is going to make 
my life a piece of perdition all day long, I prefer to 
go and drown myself out of hand.' 

' Go ! ' said his wife. ' I should like to see you ! ' 

' I was going to say,' resumed Stubbs, ' that a 
fellow may be a clerk and paint almost as much as 
he likes. I know a fellow in a bank who makes 
capital water-colour sketches ; he even sold one for 
Beven-and-six.' 

To both the women this seemed a plank of 
safety ; each hopefully interrogated the countenance 
of her lord ; even Elvira, an artist herself! — but in- 
deed there must be something permanently mer- 
cantile in the female nature. The two men ex- 
changed a glance ; it was tragic ; not otherwise might 
two philosophers salute, as at the end of a laborious 
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life each recognised that he was still a mystery to 
his disciples. 

Leon arose. 

' Art is Art,' he repeated, sadly. ' It is not water- 
colour sketches, nor practising on a piano. It is a 
life to be lived.' 

' And in the meantime people starve ! ' observed 
the woman of the house. ' If that's a life, it is not 
one for me.' 

' I'll tell you what,' burst forth Leon ; ' you, 
Madame, go into another room and talk it over with 
my wife ; and I'll stay here and talk it over with 
your husband. It may come to nothing, but let's 
try.' 

' I am very willing,' replied the youDg woman ; 
and she proceeded to light a candle. ' This way if 
you please.' And she led Elvira upstairs into a bed- 
room. ' The fact is,' said she, sitting down, ' that 
my husband cannot paint.' 

' No more can mine act,' replied Elvira. 

1 1 should have thought he could,' returned the 
other ; ' he seems clever.' 

' He is so, and the best of men besides,' said 
Elvira ; ' but he cannot act.' 

'At least he is not a sheer humbug like mine; 
he can at least sing.' 

' You mistake Leon,' returned his wife, warmly. 

* He does not even pretend to sing ; he has too fine 
a taste ; he does so for a living. And, believe me, 
neither of the men are humbugs. They are people 
with a mission — which they cannot carry out.' 

' Humbug or not,' replied the other, ' you came 
very near passing the night in the fields ; and, for 
my part, I live in terror of starvation. I should 
think it was a man's mission to think twice about 
his wife. But it appears not. Nothing is their 
mission but to play the fool. Oh ! ' she broke out, 

* is it not something dreary to think of that man of 
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mine? If he could only do it, who would care? 
But no — not he — no more than I can ! ' 

' Have you any children ? ' asked Elvira. 

' jN t o ; but then I may.' 

' Children change so much,' said Elvira, with a 
sigh. 

And just then from the room below there flew up 
a sudden snapping chord on the guitar ; one followed 
after another ; then the voice of Leon joined in ; and 
there was an air being played and sung that stopped 
the speech of the two women. The wife of the 
painter stood like a person transfixed ; Elvira, look- 
ing into her eyes, could see all manner of beautiful 
memories and kind thoughts that were passing in 
and out of her soul with every note ; it was a piece 
of her youth that went before her ; a green French 
plain, the smell of apple-flowers, the far and shining 
ringlets of a river, and the words and presence of 
love. 

' Leon has hit the nail,' thought Elvira to herself. 
* I wonder how.' 

The how was plain enough. Leon had asked the 
painter if there were no air connected with courtship 
and pleasant times; and having learnt what he 
wished, and allowed an interval to pass, he had soared 
forth into 

mon amante, 

mon desir, 

Saohons cueillir 
L'heure charmante! 

' Pardon me, Madame,' said the painter's wife, 
' your husband sings admirably well.' 

' He sings that with some feeling,' replied Elvira, 
optically, although she was a little moved herself, 
for the song cut both ways in the upper chamber ; 
' but it is as an actor and not as a musician.' 

' Life is very sad,' said the other ; ' it so wastes 
away made* one's fingers.' 
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1 1 have not found it so,' replied Elvira. ' I think 
the good parts of it last and grow greater every day.' 

' Frankly, how would you advise me ? ' 

' Frankly, I would let my husband do what he 
wished. He is obviously a very loving painter ; you 
have not yet tried him as a clerk. And you know — 
if it were only as the possible father of your children 
— it is as well to keep him at his best.' 

' He is an excellent fellow,' said the wife. 

They kept it up till sunrise with music and all 
manner of good fellowship ; and at sunrise, while the 
sky was still temperate and clear, they separated on 
the threshold with a thousand excellent wishes for 
each other's welfare. Castel-le-Grachis was beginning 
to send up its smoke against the golden East ; and 
the church bell was ringing six. 

' My guitar is a familiar spirit,' said Leon, as he 
and Elvira took the nearest way towards the inn', 'it 
resuscitated a Commissary, created an English tourist, 
and reconciled a man and wife.' 

Stubbs, on his part, went off into the morning 
with reflections of his own. 

' They are all mad,' thought he, ' all mad — but 
wonderfully decent.' 
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BEERBOHM.— WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA ; or, Life among the 

Ostrich Hunters. By Julius Beerbohm. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6 d. 

BENNETT (W. C, LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s. each. 
A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAIL ORS. 

BESANT (WALTER), NOVELS BY. 

Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each; cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each 
ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. 
ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Furniss 
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by Charles Green. 
UNCLE JACK, and other Stories. I CHILDREN OF GIBEON. 

THE WORLD WENT VERY WELL THEN. With 12 Illustrations by A. Forestier. 
HERR PAULUS: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall. 

FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and F. Waddy. 
TO CALL HER MINE, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. Forestier. 
THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S. 

THE HOLY ROSE, &c. With Frontispiece by F. Barnard 

ARMOREL OF LYONESSE: A Romance of To-day. With 12 Illusts. by F.Barnard. 
ST. KATHERINE'S BY THE TOWER. With 12 page Illustrations by C. Green. 
VERBENA CAMELLIA STEPHA NOTIS, &c. | THE IVORY GATE: A Novel. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
THE REBEL QUEEN. | IN DEA CON'S ORDERS. [Shortly, 

IL 1 ?^?,?^ 5S9;. JKl th '4* P,ates and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

T ; |E EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, ««. 

THE ART OF FICTION. Demy 8vo, Is. 

LONDON. With 124 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra 18s. 

SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON. Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, Irish Linen, 3s. 6(1. 

GASPARD DE COLIGNY. With a Portrait. Cr own 8vo, Irish linen, 3s. 6d. 

WALTER BESANT: A Study. By John Underbill, Cr. 8vo, linen, 6s. [Shortly. 



BESANT {WAuiati) nm, Jnincp «ICE, NOVELS BY. 

Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. Gel. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds„ 2s. each : cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
READY-HONEY MORTIBOY. BT OELIA'S ARBOUR. 



MT LITTLE GIRL. 
WITH HARP AND CROWN. 
THIS SON OF VULCAN. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 
THE HONKS OF THELEMA. 



THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. 
THE SEAMY SIDE. 
THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT, &c 
'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BAY, &c. 
THE TEN YEARS' TENANT, &c. 



\* There Is also a LIBRARY EDITION of the above Twelve Volumes, handsomely 
g et In new type, on a large crown 8vo page, and bound in cloth ex tra, 6s. each. 

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS. By Austin Dobson. With 

95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

BIERCE.— IN THE MIDST OF LIFE : Tales of Soldiers and Civilians, 

By Ambrose Bierce. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

BLACKBURN'S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS. 

ACADEMY NOTES, separate years, from 1875-1887, 1889-1892, each Is. 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1893. With Illustrations. Is. 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1879-79. Complete in One Vol., with 6oo Illusts. Cloth limp, 6s. 

ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-81. Complete in One Vol. with 700 Illusts Cloth limp. 6s. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, 1877. 6d. 

GROSYENOR NOTES, separate years, from 1878 to 1890, each Is. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. II., 1883-87. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. III., 1888-90. With 230 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1892. With numerous Illustrations, each Is. 

THE NEW GALLERY, 1893. With Illustrations, Is. 

THE NEW GALLERY, Vol. I., 1888-1892. With 250 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

ENGLISH PICTURES AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 114 Illustrations. Is. 

OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 128 Illustrations. Is. 6.1. 

ILLU STRATED CATALOG UE TO THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 242 Illusts. cl., 3s. 

THE PARIS SALON, 1893. With Facsimile Sketches. 3s. 
T HE PARIS SOCIETY OF FINE ARTS, 1893. With Sketches. 3s. 6d. 

BLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-proof Etchings from his Works by William 

Bell Scott. With descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound boards, 31s. 

BLIND (MATHILDE), Poems by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. each. 

THE ASCENT OF MAN. 

DRAMAS IN MINIATURE. With a Frontispiece by Ford Madox Brown. 

SONGS AND SONNETS. Fcap. 8vo, vellum and gold. 

BOURNE (H. R. FOX), WORKS BY. ~~ 

ENGLISH MERCHANTS : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Com- 
merce. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
ENGLISH NEWSPAPERS: The History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cl., 25s. 
THE OTHER SIDE OF THE EMIN PASHA RELIEF EXPEDITION. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 

BOWERS— LEAVES FROM A HUNTING JOURNAL. By George 

Bowers. Oblong folio, half-bound, 31s. 

BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN'S LAND. | CAMP NOTES. | SAVAGE LIFE. 

BRAND'S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES ; chiefly 

illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis, and Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

BREWER (REV. DR.), WORKS BY. ~ 

THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. Fifteenth Thousand: Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader's Handbook," separately printed. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

BREWSTER (SIR DAVID), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl. ex., 4s. «.t. each. 

MORE WORLDS THAN ONE: Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates. 
THE MARTYRS OF SCIENCE: Galileo.Tycho Brahe, and Kbpler. With Portraits. 
LETTERS ON NAT URAL MAGIC. With numerous Ill ustratio ns. 

BRILLAFSAVARIN.— GASTRONOMY"ASlTFTNE^R~TrByBliTLl^i. 

Savarin. Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 3s. 



BRET HARTE, WORKS BY. 

LIBRARY EDITION. In Seven Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
BRET HARTE'S COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Author. 
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and Dramatic Works. With Steel Portrait. 
Vol. II. Luck of Roaring Camp— Bohemian Papers — American Legends, 
Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts — Eastern Sketches. 
Vol, IV. Gabriel Conroy. | Vol. V. Stories— Condensed Novels, Sac. 
Vol. VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 

Vol. VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope — II. With Portrait by John Pettie, R.A. 
Vol. VIII. Sally Dows, &c. [Shortly. 

THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET HARTE, in Prose and Poetry With Introductory 
Essay by J. M. Bellew, Portrait of Author, and 50 Illusts. Cr.8vo, el. ex.. 7s. t>«l. 

BRET HARTE'S POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper & buckram. Cr.Svo, 4s.6d. 

THE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 88 original Drawings by Kate 
Greenaway, reproduce d in Colours by Edmund Evans. Small 4to, cloth, 5s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

A WAIF OF THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 

A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by Stanley L Wood. 

A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two Illustrations by Hume Nisbet. 

COLONEL STARBOTTLE'S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With a 
Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard. 

SUSY: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. Christie. 

SALLY DOWS, &o. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. Almond, &c. 

A PROTEGE OF JACK HAMLIN'S. With 26 Il lustrations by W. Small, &c. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

GABRIEL CONROY. I THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, &c. 

AN HEIRESS OF RED DO G, &c. | CAL1 FORNIAN STORIES. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

FLIP. I MA RUJA. I A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERRAS. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. each. 

SNOW-BOUND AT EAGLE'S. | JEFF BRIGGS'S LOYE STORY. 



BRYDGES.- UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By Harold Brydges. Post 

8vo, illustrate d boards, 3 s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6 1I. 

BUCHANAN'S (ROBERT) WORKS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, «». each. 

SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalziel. 

THE EARTHQUAKE; or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 

THE CITY OF DREAM: An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnab. 

THE WANDERING JEW : A Christmas Carol, jiecond Edition. 

THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the Time. With"i5 Illustrations by Rudolf Blind, 

Peter Macnab, and Hume Nisbet. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 
ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth e xtra, 7s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 



THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD, 
A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece. 
GOD AND THE MAN. With n Ulus- 

trations by Fred. Barnard. 
THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE. 

With Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper. 



LOVE ME FOR EYER. Frontispiece. 
ANNAN WATER. | FOXGLOVE MAWOR. 
THE NEW ABELARD. 
MATT : A Story of a Caravan. Front. 
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front. 
THE HEIR OF LINNE. 



WOMA N AND THE MAN. C row n 8vo , cloth extra, 3s. 6 d. {Shortly. 

BURTON (CAPTAIN).— THE BOOK OF THE SWORD. By Richard 

F. Burto n. With over 400 Illustrations. Demy 4to, cloth ext-a. 32s. 

BURTON (ROBERT). 

THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY: A New Edition, with translations ot trie 

Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6<1. 
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Being an Abridgment, for popular use, ot Burtons 

Anatomy of Melancholy. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6<l. 

PAINE (T. HALL), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. <j«l. each. 
_ S HADOW OF A CRIME. | A S O N OF HAGAR. | TH E DEE MSTER. 

CAMERON (COMMANDER).— THE CRUISE OF THE "BLACK 

PRINCE" PRIVATE ER. By V. Lqvett C ameron, R.N. Po st8vo, boards, 2s. 

CAMERON~(MRS. H. LOVETT), NOVELSBY. PostSvoJiIu^tTbdsT^each. 

JULIET'S GUARDIAN. | DECEIVERS EYER. 



., ___, PICCADILLY. 



ARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life 

by R. H. Shepherd, and Three Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, Is. tt<l. 
CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CARL YLE AND R. W. EMERSON, 1834 to 1872. 
Edited by C. E. Norton. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, c loth, 34s. 

ARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. 

With Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

BATMAN'S (GEORGE) WORKS. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 

including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., the Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Introductory Essay by Algernon Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., the Translations 
of the Iliad a nd Ody ssey. Three Vol s., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

HATTO~AND — JACKSON. —A TREATISE ON WOOD ENGRAVING. 

B y W. A. Chattq and J. Jackson. With 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, hf.-bd., 28s. 

HAUCER FOR CHILDREN : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. 
With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Small 410, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
CH AUCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs. II. R. Haweis. Demy8vo, cloth limp, 2». 6d. 

LARE.— FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS : A Tale of Tynedale. By 

A u stin Clare. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. till. 

LIVE (MRS. ARCHER), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards 2s. each. 
PAUL FERROLL. | WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE. 

LODD.-MYTHS AND DREAMS. By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S. 

Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

OB BAN (J. MACLAREN), NOVELS BY. 

THE CURE OF SOULS. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE RED SULTAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
THE BURDEN OF ISABEL. Three Vols, crown 8vo. 



OLEMAN (JOHN), WORKS BY. 

PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAVE KNOWN. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, 24s. 
C URLY : An Actor's Story. With 21 Illusts. by J. C. Dqllman. Cr. 8vo, cl„ Is. 6d . 

OLERIDGE.— THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS. By M. E; 

Col eridge. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, Is. fid. 

OLLI NS (C. ALLSTON).-THE BAR SINISTER. Post 8vo, 2s . 
OLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION. | Y OU PLAY ME FALSE . | A VILLAGE COMEDY. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
ffEET ANNE PAGE. | FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. | SWEET & TWENTY. | FRANCES. 

OLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY. 

Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., Ss. each ; cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
BASIL, Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney. 
HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney. 
AFTER DARK. Illustrations by A. B. Houghton. | THE TWO DESTINIES. 
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
O'JEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 
TH S WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. Gilbert, R. A., and F. A. Fraser. 
NO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., and A. W. Cooper. 
MV MISCELLANIES. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 
ARMADALE. With Illustrations by G. H. Thomas. 

THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser. 
T.IAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by William Small. 
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Du Maueier and Edward Hughes. 
MISS OF MRS.? With Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Henry Woods, A.R. A. 
THE NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Reinhardt. 
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Sydney Hall. 
THE HAUNTED HOTEL. Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins. 



THE FALLEN LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER. 
THE BLACK ROBE. 



HEART AND SCIENCE. 

"I SAY NO.' 

A ROGUE'S LIFE. 



THE EVIL GENIUS. 
LITTLE NOVELS. 
THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 



BLIND LOYE. With Preface by Walter Besant, and Illusts. by A. Forestier. 



OLLINSlJOHN CHURTON, M.A.), BOOKS BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

JONATHAN SWIFT : A Biographical and Critical Study. Crown 8vo, cloth eitra, S« 



BOOKS F" 



COLMAN'S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS : " Broad Grins," " My 

Nightgown and Slippers," &c. With Life and Frontis. Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6tl. 

COLQUHOUN.— EVERY INCH A SOLDIER : A Novel. By M. J. 

Colquhoun. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By Catherine 

Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY. 

DEMONOLOGY AND DEVIL-LORE. 65 Illustrations. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth 3Ss. 
A NECKLACE OF STORIES. 25 Illusts. by W. J. Hennessy. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
GEORGE WASHING T ON'S RULES OF CIVILITY. Fcap. 8vo, Jap, vellum, 8s. C <1. 

COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY. 

PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo,illust. boards, 3s. 
LEO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

COOPER (EDWARD H.)-GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d . 
CORNWALL— POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG- 

LAND ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Geq.Cruikshank. Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. fid. 

COTES.— TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. Cecil Cotes. With 

44 Illustrations by F. H. Tqwnsend. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. 

CRADDOCK.— THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN- 
TAINS. By Charles Egbert Craddqck. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 3s. ; cl. limp, 3s. 6 d. 

CRELLIN (H. N.)— THE NAZARENES : A Drama. Crown 8vo, Is. " 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Matt Crim. With 

a Front ispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. ; post 8vo, illustr ated boards, 3s. 

CROKER (B.M.), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each j cloth limp, 3s. fid. each. 
PRETTV MISS NEVILLE. | DIANA BARRINGTON. 
A BIRD OF PASSAGE. I PROPER PRIDE. 
A FAMILY LIKENESS. | "TO LET." 

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in TwcTseries : 
The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of 
the Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruik- 
shank, Hine, Landells, &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 
THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84 
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

CUMMIN^CCTF. WRDON), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., Ss. 6d7each~ 
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations. 
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 Illustrations. 
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. With 28 Illu strations. 
VIA CORN WALL TO E GYPT. With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s . fid. 

CUSSANS.— A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY ; with Instructions for 

Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. With 
408 Woodcuts and 2 Coloured Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown 8vo, cloth, 6a. 

DYPLES(W.)— HEARTS of GOLD. Cr.8vo, cl. ,3s. 6d. ; post8vo,bds.,2s. 



nANIEL.— MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. By Ge 

" Daniel. With Illustrations by Robert Cruikshank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3 



■ George 
___ , 3s. till. 

DAUDET.— THE EVANGELIST ; or, Port Salvation. By Alphonse 

Daudet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

DAVIDSON.— MR. SADLER'S DAUGHTERS. By Hugh Coleman 

Davidson. With a Fro ntispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. 

DAVlES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY. Cr.8vo,is.e a . ; ci., l». 6d."el 

ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS. 
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corpulency , and a Dietary for its Cure. 
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown 8vo, 3s. ; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 



UMATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY. 



DAVENANT.— HINTS FOR PARENTS ON THE CHOICE OF A PRO- 

FEBBION FOR THEIR SONS. By F. Davenamt, M.A. Post 8vo, Is.; el., la. 6d. 

DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, for the first 

time Collected and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D,D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 12s. 

DAWSON.— THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. By Erasmus Dawson, 

M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '.in. 6il. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

DFTgUERIN.-THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE~GUERIN. Edited 

by G. S. Trebutien. With a Memoir by Sainte-Beuve. Translated from the 
20th French Edition byjEssiEP.FROTHiNGHAM. Fcap,8vo, half-bound, 2s. 6<1. 

DE MAISTRE.— A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier de 

Maistre. Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Oct. 

DE MILLE.— A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James De Mille. With~a 

Frontispiec e. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

DERBY (THE).— THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF : A Chronicle 

of the Race for The Derby, from Diomed to Donovan. With Brief Accounts of 
The Oaks. By Louis Henry Curzon. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. tid. 

DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo,cl., 3a.6d. ea.; post 8vo,bds.,2s.ea. 
OUR LADY OF TEARS. | CIRCE'S LOVERS. 

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

SKETCHES BY BOZ. I NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. | OLIVER T WIST. 

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography. 
Edited by Richard Herne Shepherd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s.| 

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations 
by C. A. Vanderhqqf, Alfred Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6«l. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. 
E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 

THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an English Bibliography. 
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od. 

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 6d. 

WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F.Hays. Cr.8vo, cl., 5s. 

WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of- 
the-Way Matters. By Eliezer Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

DIDEROT.— THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota- 

tions, from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le Comedien," by Walter Herries Pollock. 
With a Preface by Henry Irving. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4s. Od. 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY. 

THOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS. With 9s Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth. 6s. 
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN. With 4 Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Os. 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Gs.— A 
Second Series, uniform in size and price, is now in prep aration. 

DOBSON (W. T.)-POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI- 

TIES . Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Od. 

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. fid. each. 



THE MAN-HUNTER. | WANTED! 

CAUGHT AT LAST! 

TRACKED AND TAKEN. 

WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN? 



A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS. 
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW. 
FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED. 
LINK BY LINK. 



SUSPICION AROUSED . 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, boards, 2s. each j cloth, 2s. Od. each. 
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations. 
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by G ordon Browne. 

DOYLE (CONAN).— THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. Conan 

Doyle. Author of " Micah Clarke." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Od. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



DRAMATISTS. THE OLD. With Vignette Portraits. Cr.8vo,cl. ex., 6a. per Vol. 

BEN JONSON'S WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wu. Gifford. Edited by Col. Cunningham. Three Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay 
by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 

M ASSINGER'S PLAYS. From Gifford's Text. Edit by CqI.Cunningham. OneVol, 

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY. cr. 8vo, ci„ r». 6d. each. 

A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our- 
selves. With in Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
THE SIMPLE ADVENTUR ES OF A MEMSAHIB. Illustrated by F. H. Townsend. 
A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY. Two Vols., crown 8vo. 

DYER— THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. T. F. Thiselton 
D ver, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

PARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota- 
tions, bv Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 
FLETCHER'S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 
DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols. 
HERRICK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols. 
SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate. 

By E. R. Pearce Edgcumbe. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY: 

A POINT OF HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 

ARCHIE LOVELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 3a. 

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).— WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A 

Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-oi-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer Edwards. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Vs. 6d. 

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY. 

KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, Ss. 6d. 

FELICIA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. 

EGERTON.— SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. By Rev.J. C. Egerton. 

With I ntroduction by Rev. Dr. H. Wace, and 4 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 5 s. 

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).— ROXY : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,2s. 
ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE : A Practical Guide to all interested in 

Selecting or Building a House ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. T. 
Ri chardson. With Colou red Frontispiece and 600 Ulusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. 

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany 
(The Young Pretender). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Vs. 6d. 
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

EYES, OUR : How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S. With 70 Illusts. Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, Is. 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By Samuel Arthur 

x Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Vs. 6d. 

FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 

THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience. Edited by William Crookes. F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 

ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO 
EACH OTHER. Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY. 

MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

WAR : Three Essays, reprinted from " Military Manners." Cr. 8vo, Is. • cl„ Is. 6d. 

FENN (G. MANVILLE), NOVELS"!?^ '' 

THE NEW MISTRESS. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards 3s. 
WITNESS TO THE DEED. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
THE TIGER LILY : A Tale of Two Passions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6c1. [Shortly. 
THE WHITE VIRGIN. Two Vols. {Shortly. 
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FIN^BECT^THE CUPBOARD PAPERS : Observations on the Art of 

Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING ; or, The Pyro- 

technist's Treasury. By Thomas Kenti sh. With 267 Illustration?. Cr. 8vo, cl., 5s. 

FITZGERAURPERCY, M.A.rFTSTATTWORKS BY. 

THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d. 
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr.4to, Is. 
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo , cloth extra, 3a. 6d. ; p ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2». each. 
BELLA DONNA. 1 LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON. 
POLLY. I NEYER FORGOTTEN. I SEVEN TY-FIYE BROOKE STREET. 

LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). With an Account of his Sayings, 

Doings, and Writings ; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 44s. 
TH E SAVOY OPERA. Illustrations and Portraits. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Shortly. 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), WORKS BY. 

POPULAR ASTRONOMY : A General Description of the Heavens. By Camille 
Flammarion. Translated by J. Ellard Gore, F.R.A.S. With nearly 300 Illus- 
trations. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 16s. [Preparing. 

URANIA : A Romance. Translated by A. R. Stetson. With 87 Illustrations 
by De Bieler, Myrbach , &c. Crown 8vo, cloth e xtr a, 5s. 

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS : Christ's Victorie 

in Heaven. Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).— FILTHY LUCRE. Post 8vo, illust. bdsTT^ 
FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
ONE BY ONE. I QUEEN C OPHETUA. | A REAL QUEEN. | KING OR KNAYE? 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
ROPES OF SAND. Illustrat ed. [ A DOG A ND HIS SHADOW. 
OLYMPIA. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. | ESTHER'S GLOYE. Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover, Is. 
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
JACK DOYLE'S DAUGHTER. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 

SETH'S BROTHER'S WIFE. j THE LAWTON GIRL. 

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun. 

Three Vols., demy 8vo, cl oth boards, 7s. fid, each. 

FRERE. — PANDURANG HARI ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Pre- 
face by Sir Bartle Frere. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

F RISWELL (HAIN).— ONE OF TWO : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. | LIYES OF THE CONJURERS. 
T HE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS. 

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES. 

Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited 
by John Lane. Pub lished Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 

HARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. each. 

w A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE. By George Glenny. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. 

THE GARDEN THAT PAI D THE KENT. By To m Jerrold. 

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN. By Tom Jerrold. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 

MY GAR DEN WILD. By Fran cis G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

GARRETT.^HE"CAPEL GIRLS : A Novel. By Edward Garrett. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

GAULOT.— THE RED SHIRTS : A Story of the Revolution. By Paul 
Gaulot. Translated by J. A. J. de Villiers. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Shortly . 

GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, THE. Is. Monthly. In addition to 

Articles upon subjects in Literature, Science, and Art, "TABLE TALK" by Syl- 
vanus Urban, and" PAGES ON PLAYS " by Justin H. McCarthy, appear monthly. 
*»* Bound Vol umes for recent years kept in stock, Ss. 6d. each. Cases for binding, 2s. 

ITFNTT OMAN'S ANNUAL THE. Published Annually in November, is. 



io BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm 
and Translated by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by John Ruskin, and 22 Steel 
Plates after G eorge Cruikshank. Square 8vo, cloth, fos. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each j post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each, 
ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. I THE GOLDEN SHAFT. 
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. | OF HIGH DEGREE. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each 



THE DEAD HEART. 

FOR LACK OF GOLD. 

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? 

FOR THE KING. | A HARD KNOT. 

QUEEN OF THE MEADOW. 

IN PASTURES GREEN. 



IN LOVE AND WAR. 

A HEART'S PROBLEM. 

BY MEAD AND STREAM. 

THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

FANCY FREE. | IN HONOUR BOUND. 

HEART'S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY. 



GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).— SENT ENCED I Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl„ Is. 6d. 

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
DR. AUSTIN'S GUESTS. I JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER. 

THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN. | 



GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains: The Wicked World — Pygmalion and Galatea- 
Charity— The Princess— The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series : Broken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce — Tom Cobb— H. M. S. " Pinafore" — T he Sorcerer — Pirates of Penzance. 

EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by~W. S. Gilbert. Containing: 
The Sorcerer — H.M.S. "Pinafore" — Pirates of Penzance — Iolanthe — Patience- 
Princess Ida — The Mikado — Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 
THE "GILBERT AND SULLIVAN" BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every 
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. Gilbert set to Music by Sir A. 
Sullivan. Compiled by Alex. Watson. Royal i6mo, Jap, leather, 3s. 6d. 

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE LOST HEIRESS : A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With 2 Illusts. 
THE FOSSICKER: A Rom ance of Mashonaland. W ith 2 Illusts. by Hume Nisbet. 
A FAIR COLONIST. With a Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 

GLENNY.— A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: 

Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

GODWIN.— LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By William God- 
win. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE : An Encyclopaedia of 

Quotations. Edited by Theodore Taylor. Crow n 8vo, cloth gilt, 7a. Gd. 

GOODMAN— THE FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. By E. J. Good- 

man, Author of "Too Curious." Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

GOWING.-FIVE THOUSAND MILES IN A SLEDGE : A Midwinter 
Journey Across Siberia, By Lionel F. Gowing. With 30 Illustrations by C. J. 
Uren, and a Map by E. Weller. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

GRAHAM. — THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A Story By Leonard 
Graham. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, la. 

GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from 

Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer. 
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown 8v o, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

GREENWOOD (JAMES), WORKS BY. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. each. 
THE WILDS OF LONDON. | LOW-LIFE DEEPS. 

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY: 

NIKANOR. Translated by Eliza E. Chase. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. ; po st 8vo, illustrated boa rds, 3s. 

GRIFFITH.— C0RINTH1A MARAZION : A Novel. By Cecil Grif- 
fith. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; po st 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

GRUNDY. -THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY : A Passage in the Life of 
a Young Man. By Sydney Grundy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d. 
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JLfABBERTON (JOHN, Author of " Helen's Babies"), NOVELS BY. 
iA Post 8vo, illustrated boards 3s. each ; cloth limp, 'it*. fid. each. 

BRUETON'S BAYOU. I COUNTRY LUCK. 

HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, 1«. fitl. 

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. a. 8vo, ci. ex., «s. each. 

NEW 8YMB0LS. | LEG ENDS OP THE MORRO W. | THE SERPENT PLAY. 
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, and 
George Cruikshank. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fid. 

H ALLIDAY (ANDR.).— EVERY-DAY PAPERS. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 

HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over ioo Facsimiles 

and Explanatory Text. By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. (ill. 

HANKY-PANKY : Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

HARDY (LADY DUFFOS). - PAUL WYNTER'S SACRIFICE. 2s. 
HARDY (THOMAS). -UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By 

Thomas Hardy, Author of "Tess." With Portrait and 15 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 39. <><!. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. ; cloth limp, 3s. 6tl. 

HARPER (CHARLES G.), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s. each. 
THE BRIGHTON ROAD. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations. 
FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANCE: The Record of a Summer Tramp. 105 Illusts. 

HARWOOD.— THE TENTH EARL. By J. Berwick Harwood. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. 

HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. 
THE ART OF DECORATI ON. With Coloured Fro ntispiece and 74 Illustrations. 
THE ART OF DRESS. With 33 Illustrations. Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6(1. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. fid. 
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. 38 Illusts. (8 Coloured). Sm. 410, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M. A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. T hird Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

HAWLEY SMART— WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE : A Novel. By 

Hawley Smart. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3m. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOME. By Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31 
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 15s. 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
GARTH. I ELLICE QUENTIN. I BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST. 

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAVID POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S FOOL. | THE SPE CTRE OF THE CAMERA. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. each. 

MISS CADOGNA. | LOVE— O R A NAME. 

MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS. Fcap. 8vo. illustrated cover, Is. 

HEATH.-MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. 

By Francis George Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, fi*. 

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. fid. each. 
ANIMALS AND THEIR M ASTERS . 1 SOCIAL P RESSURE. 
IVAN DE BIRON : A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 3s. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA PAGE : A Novel. By Isaac Henderson. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. 

HENTY (G. A.), NOVELS BY. 

RUJUB THE JUGGLER. 8 Illusts. by Stanley L Wood. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt, Sm. 
DOROTHY'S DOUB LE. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

HERMAN.— A LEADING LADY. By Henry Herman, joint-Author 

-.1 11TI,.. n;<.Vi ' RiV»l*».'» Pnot Rvn illnotr^toH hnarHo «2«. **1. AU «vt-ra 'im. «ft*l. 



12 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

HERRICK'S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND 

COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, P.P. ; Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo,cl. bds., 18s. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr. Theodor 

Hertzka. Translated by Arthur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

HESSE- WARTEGG.— TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier 

Ernst von Hesse-Wartegg. With 22 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 il. 

HILL (HEADON).— ZAMBRA THE DETECTIVE. By Headon Hill; 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

HILL (JOHN, M.A.), WORKS BY. 

T REABON-FELONY. Post 8vo,3s. | THE COMMON ANCESTOR. Three Vol s. 

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY. 

TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including Reminiscences connected with 

Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
THE LIFE AND A DVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3s. 6<1. 

HOEY.—THE LOVWS CREED. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. Post 8vo, 2s. 
BOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).— NIAGARA SPR AY. Crown 8v o, lJT 
HOLMES.— THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE 

P RESERVATION. By Gordon Holmes, M.P. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. «d. 

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. Gordon 

Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6tl. — Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE and THE PROFESSOR AT THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE. In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, 8s. 

HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life 

of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fl<I. 
HOOD'S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illusts . Post 8vo, half-b ound, 2s. 

HOOD (TOM).— FROM NOWHERE TO THE N0RTH~P0LET~A 

Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. By Tom Hood. With 25 Illustrations by W. Brunton 
and E. C. Barnes. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Cs. 

HOOK'S (THEODORE) CHmCE~HUMOROUS"WORKS ; including his 

Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, 
Portraits, Facsimiles, an d Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fid. 

HOOPER.— THE HOUSE OF RABY : A Novel. By Mrs. George 

Hooper. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. 

HOPKINS.— " 'TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:" A Novel. By Tighe 

Ho pkins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

HORNE. — ORION : An Epic Poem. By Richard Hengist Horne. 

With Photographic Portrait by Summers. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 

HUNGERFORD (MRS.), Author of "Molly Bawn," NOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each ; cloth limp 3s. fid. each. 
A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. I IN DURANCE VILE. | A MENTAL STRUGGLE. 
MARVEL. I A MODERN CI RCE. 
LADY VERNER'S FLIGHT. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
THE RED-HOUSE MYSTERY. Two Vols., crown 8vo. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, 

&c. Edited by E dmund Ollier. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bd., 3«. 

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
MRS. JULIET. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

HUTCHISON— HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By w. M. Hutchison. 

With 25 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. 
HYDROPHOBIA: An Account of M. Pasteur's System; Technique of 
his Method, and Statistics. By Renaud Suzor, M.B. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, fis. 

IDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine. Edited by Jerome K. Jerome 
* and Robert E. Barr. Profusely Illustrated. Sixpence Monthly. The first Four 
Volumes are now ready, cloth extra, 5s, each ; Cases for Binding, Is. fid. 
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IN GELO W (JEAN).-FATED TO BE FREE. Post 8vo, illustrated bd»„ a.. . 
INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of Them. C rown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 
INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED VICTUALLERS 

MA NUAL. By J. Trevqr-Davies, Crown 8vo, In.; cloth, Is. tid. 

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by 

A. Pk rceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 

JAMES. -A ROMANCE ITF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS. By Charles 

James. Post 8vo, picture cover, Is . ; cloth limp, Is. O il. 

JAMESON.— MY DEAD~SELF. By William Jameson. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 3s.; cloth, 3s. 6d. 



JANVIER.— PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. By Catherine 

A. Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

J APP. -DRAMATIC PICTURES, SONNETS, &e. By A. H. Japp, LL.d: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE DARK C OLLEEN. I THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. each. 
NATURE NEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. J THE OPEN AIR. 

',* Also the Hand-made Paper Edition, cr own 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 

THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By Walter Besant. Second Edi- 
tion With a Photograph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS^Y: 

CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6<l. 

LORD TENNYSON : A Biographical Sketch. With a Photograph, Cr. 8vo, cl., 6a. 

JEROME.— STAGELAND. By Jerome K. Jerome. With 64 Illustra- 

ti^n= h v 1. Bernard Partridge. Square 8vo, picture cover. Is. ; cloth limp, 3s. 

JERROLD.— THE BARBER'S CHMrT&"THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS: 

!•>>■ Douglas Jkkrold. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3s. 

J E R ROLDTTOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo. Is. each; cloth limp, Is. 6d. each. 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE BENT. 

HOUSEHOLD HORTICUL TURE: A Gossip about F lowers. Illustrated. 
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr. 8vo,cl.,l».6d. 

JESSE.-SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By 

Edward Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 

JONESTWILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. Cr.Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 

Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 

Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, 

Birds, Eg=s, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece. 
CROWN S AND CORON ATION S: A History ot Regalia. With 100 Illustrations. 

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 

and a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunning- 
ham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 



JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by Whiston. 

Containing "The Antiquities of the Jews" and "The Wars 01 the Jews." With 52 
Illustrations and Maps. Two V ols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 13s. 6d. 

ITEMPT.— PENClLANDT 5 ALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. By 
Robert Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6<1. 

KERSHAWT^ncorONIAirTACTS - AND - FICTIONS : Humorous 

Sketches. Bv Mark Kershaw . Post 8vo. illustrated boards. 3s. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

KEYSER. — CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel. By Arthur Kkysek. 

Crown 8vo, picture_cover._ls. ; clot h limp, Is. 6<1. 

KINGfR - ASHE), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo.cl., 3s. Od. ea.; post8vo,bds., 3s. ea. 

A DRAWN GAME. | "THE W EARING OF THE GREEN," 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
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KNIGHT. — THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM : How to Get Most 

Benefit from Medical Advice. By William Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 1b.; cloth Ump, Is. 6d. 

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by the Marquess of Lorne, K.T. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex. 6s. 

LAMB'S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, 

including " Poetry for Children " and " Prince Dorus." Edited, with Notes and 
Introduction, by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page 
of the " Essay on Roast Pig." Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7s. 6d. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3s. 

LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters by Charles Lame, selected from his 
Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 

THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes 
by Brander Matthews, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo , hf.-bd., 3s. 6d. 

LANDOR.— CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS- 

PEARE, &c, before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, igth September, 1582 
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the 
Earl oi Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. B y Walter Savage Landor. 
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 3s. 6d. 

LANF" -THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in 
England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the 
Arabic, with Notes, by Edward William Lane. Illustrated by many hundred 
Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Poole. With a 
Preface by Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth ex tra, 7s. 6d. each. 

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY. 

THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 
ANECDOTES OF THE CL ERGY. Post 8vo, laid p aper, half-bound, 3s. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. each. 
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. \ THEATRICAL ANECDOTES. 

LEHMANN.— HARRY FLUDYER AT CAMBRIDGE. By R. C. Leh- 

mann. Post 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d. 

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY. 

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, 5s. 
JEUX D'ESPRIT. Edited by Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

LEYS (JOHN). —THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Post 8vo,illust.bds.,2s. 

LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3». 6d. each. 

WITCH STORIES. I OURS ELVES: Essays on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 

PATRICIA KEMBALL. I IONE. I UNDER WHICH LORD? 

ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. "MY LOVE!" | SOWING THE WIND. 

THE WORLD WELL LOST. I PASTON CAREW, Millionaire _ Miser. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 

THE REBEL OF THE FAMIL Y. I WITH A SILKEN THREAD. 

THE ONE TOO MANY. T hree Vols., crown Svo, 

FREESHOOTING : Extracts from Works of Mrs. L. Linton. Post 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations 

on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 61I.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY. 

x,x TERESA ITASCA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Is. 

BROKEN WINGS. With 6 Illusts. by W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY. 

MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
EDNOR WHITLOCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

MACDONELL.— QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

MACGREGOR. — PASTIMES AND PLAYERS : Notes on Popular 

Games. By Robert Macgregqr. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 

MACKAY.— INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES ; or, Music at Twilight; 
Bv rmnr.Es Mackay. LL.D. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 
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McCarthy (justin, m.p.), works by. 

A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the 
General Election of 1880, Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 13s. each.— Also 
a Popular Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.— And a 
Jubilee Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols., 
large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d. each. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
—Also a Cheap Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Ocl. 

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 

lSs. each. |Vols. I. & II. ready. 

Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. Gd.each; post 8vo, illust bds„ 3s. each ; cl. limp, 3s. 6d. each, 



MISS MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA QUIXOTE. 
THE OOMET OF A SEASON. 
MAID OF ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune. 



THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. 
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER. 
A FAIR SAXON. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. 

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

THE DICTATOR. \ RED D IAMONDS. 

"THE RIGHT HONOURABLE." By Justin McCarthy, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praf. d. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

McCarthy (justin h.), works by. 

THB FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, 13s. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready. 
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. «d. 
IRELAND SINCE THE U NION : Irish History, 179 8-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
HAFIZ IN LONDON : Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d. 
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Small 410, Japanes e vellum, 8s. 
OUR SENSATION NOYEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
DOOM 1 An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 
DOLLY : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
LILY LASS: A Romance, Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. With 2 Photogravures by 
Stanley L. Wood. Two Vols., crown 8vo, half-bound, 13s. 

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY. 

WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth 

case, 31s. Or the Vols, may be had separately, in grolier cl., at 3s. 6d. each. 

Vol. I. Within and Without. — The Hidden Life. 

,, II. The Disciple. — The Gospel Women. — Book of Sonnets. — Organ Songs. 

„ III. Violin Songs. — Songs of the Days and Nights. — A Book of Dreams.— 

Roadside Poems. — Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch Songs. 

V. &VI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. The Portent. 

„ VIII. The Light Princess. — The Giant's Heart. — Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes.— The Golden Key.— The Carasoyn.— Little Daylight 
,, X. The Cruel Painter.— The Wow o' Rivven. — The Castle. — The Broken 

Swords. — The Gray Wolf. — Uncle Corn elius. 
POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACDONALD. Collected and arranged by the 

Author. 2 vols., crown 8vo, buckram, 13s. 
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by George MacDonald. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
HEATHER AND SNOW: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS: 83 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal — illustrative of the Literature of the former half of 
the Present Century, by William Bat es , B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

MACQUOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each. " 
IN THE ARDENNES. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. 34 Illustrations. 
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations byT. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T . R. Macquoid, and a Map. 
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROSE. 

MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical 
Directions. By T. C. He pwq rth . 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d . 

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 
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MAGNA CHARTA : A.n Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5g. 

MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY. 

THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 2s. 5 cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
THE NEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
POEMS. Small 410, parchment, 8s. 

IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.; post 3vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

MALLORY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D' ARTHUR : The Stories of 

King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. 

MONTGOMERIE RANKING. Post 8vp, cloth limp, 2g. 

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, In. 6d. each 

THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout 

by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Musts, by F. A. Fraser 
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRAR Y OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illustrations 

(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.) 
THE GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 212 Illustration*. 
THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With m Illustrations. 
A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations. 
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations. 
LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Musts, by E. W. Kemble. 
A YANKEE AT THE CO URT OF KING ARTH UR With 220 Musts, by Beard. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE STOLEN WHITE ELE PHANT. | MAR K TWAIN'S SKETCHES. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst, &c. 
THE £1.000,000 BANK-NOTE, and other New Stories. 
TOM SAWYER ABROAD. Illustrated by Dan Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD WILSON. Illustrated by Louis Lqeb. [Shortly. 

MARKS (H. S., R.A.), THE RECOLLECTIONS OF. With numerous 

Photogravure and other Illustrations. Two Vols., demy 8vo, clotb, 32s. [Shortly. 

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Col. Cunn ingham. Cro wn 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
A HARVEST OF WILD OATS. I FIGHTING THE AIR. 
OPEN! SESAME! | WRITTEN IN FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. ^_____ 

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS : A Novel. WT- 

Masterman. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

MATTHEWS.— A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. ByBRANDER Matthews. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. Od. 

MAYHEW.-LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE 

OF LONDON LIFE. Bv Henry Mayhew. With Musts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3%. (id . 

MEA DE (L. T .).— A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. Three Vols. 
MENKEN.— INFELICIA : Poems by Adah Isaacs Menken. WTTh 

Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F. O. C. Parley. Small 4to, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

MERRICK.— THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By Leonard Merrick, 

Author of " Vio let Moses," &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. Sweet and J. Armoy Knox. With 265 Musts. Cr. 8vo, clo th extr a, 7s. 6d. 

MIDDLEMASS (JEAN), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
TOUCH AND G O. I M R. DORILLION. 

MILLER.— PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG; or, The House of Life. 
By Mrs, F. Fenwick Miller. With Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
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MILTON (J. L.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,ls. each ; cloth, Is. Od. each. 
THE HYGIENE OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, &c. 
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 

THE LAWS OF LIFE, AN D THEIR RELATIO N TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 
THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, Is. 

MINTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD PR BAD ? Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, ls."6cT 

MITFORD (BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. ttd. each. 
THE GUN-RUNNER: A Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Wood. 
THE LUCK OF GERARD RIDGELEY. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 
THE KING'S ASSEGAI. With Six full-page Illustrations. 

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY. 

HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 



MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 

THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
PROSE AND VERSE. With Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs of Lord 
Byron. Edited by R. H. Shepherd. With Portrait. Cr, 8vo, cl, ex,, 7s. 6d. 

MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY. 

STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post 8vo,illust. boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by 

F. Barnard. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 5s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With 

12 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 



A LIFE'S ATONEMENT. 

JOSEPH'S COAT. 

COALS OF FIRE. 

YAL STRANGE. | HEARTS. 



WAY OF THE WORLD 
A MODEL FATHER. 
OLD BLAZER'S HERO. 
CYNIC FORTUNE. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. [GIRL, 

TIME'S REVENGES. | A WASTED CRIME. [Shortly, 



BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 
A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE. 
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 
BOB MARTIN'S LI'iTLE 



IN DIREST PERIL. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



THE MAKING OF A NOVELIST : An Experiment in Autobiography. With a 
Collotype Portrait and Vignette. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, 6s. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
O NE TRAVELLER RETURNS. I PAUL JONES'S ALIAS. | THE BISHOPS' BIBLE. 

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, lllust. bds., 2s. ea.; cl., 2s. 6d. ea. 
A GAME OF BLUFF. | A SONG OF SIXPENCE. 

WEWBOLT.— TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By Henry Newbolt. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, Is. <><!. 

NISBET (HUME), BOOKS BY. 

"BAIL UP!" Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 5 post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2s, 
DR. BERNARD ST. VINC ENT. Post 8vo, illustra ted boards, 2s. 
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 
WHERE ART BEGINS. With 27 Illusts. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od. 

N0RRIS-— ST. ANN'S : A Novel. By W. E. Norris. Two Vols. 

O'HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
u THE UNFORESEEN. [ CHANCE? OR FATE? 

OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
DOCTOR RAMEAU. | A LAST LOVE. 
A WEIRD GIFT. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. , post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

OLIPHANT (MRS7), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE PRIMROSE PATH. | WHITELADIES. 
THE GREA TEST HE IRESS IN ENGLAHD, 

O'REILLY (HARRINGTON).— LIFE AMONG THE AMERICAN IN- 

DIAN8: Fifty Years o n the Trail , joo Illusts. by P. Frenzeny. Crown 8vo, 3s. Od. 

O'REILLY (MRSO.-PHffiBE'S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, Must, bds., 2s. 
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OUIDA, NOVELS BY. 

HELD IN BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

BTRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
UNDER TWO FLAGS. 
PUCK. | IDALIA. 



Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 3s. each 



FOLLE-FARINE. 
A DOG OF FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL. | SIGN A. 
TWO LITTLE WOODEN 

SHOES. 
IN A WINTER CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 



MOTHS. | PIPISTRELLO. 

A VILLAGE COMMUNE. 

IN MAREMHA. 

BIMBI. | BYRLIH. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES. | OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROY. | SUFFINO. 



Square 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. each. 
BIMBI. With Nine Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrett. 
A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c. With Six Illus tration s by Edmund H. Garrett. 
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. ; crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6<t- ; pos' 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
TWO OFFENDERS. Squa re 8vo, cloth ext ra, 6s. 

WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouida by F. Sydney 
Morris. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 3s. 



PAGE (H. A.), WORKS BY. 

x THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6<I. 
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Princip le. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, XHIS- 

TORY OF, from the Stuarts to Queen Victoria. By Joseph Grego. A New Edition, 
with 93 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Ts. od. 

PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His- 

torical Introduction and N otes by T. M'Crie, P.P. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 

PAUL.— GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By Margaret A. Paul. With Frontis- 
piece by Helen Paterson Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6«l. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, its. 

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 



LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S WORD. 

LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY PROXY. | FOR CASH ONLY. 
HIGH SPIRITS. 
UNDER ONE ROOF. 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 



A GRAPE FROM A THORN. 

FROM EXILE. 

THE CANON'S WARD. 

THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 

HOLIDAY TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM TALES. 

THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE, 

THE WORD AND THE WILL, 



HUMOROUS STORIES. 

THE FOSTER BROTHERS. 

THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE. 

MARRIED BENEATH HIM. 

BENTINCK'S TUTOR. 

A PERFECT TREASURE. 

A COUNTY FAMILY. 

LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. 

A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S YEAR. I CECIL'S TRYST. 

MURPHY'S MASTER. 

AT HER MERCY. 

THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 



FOUND DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST. 

A MARINE RESIDENCE. 

MIRK ABBEY.! SOME PRIVATE YIEWS. 

NOT WOOED, BUT WON. 

TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD. 

THE BEST OF HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. I THE BURNT MILLION. 

FALLEN FORTUNES. 

WHAT HE COST HER. 

KIT: A MEMORY. 

A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD. 

SUNNY STORIES. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
A TRYING PATIENT, &c. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 
IN PERIL AND PRIVATI ON: Stories of Marine Adventure. With 17 Illusts, 
NOTES FROM THE "NEWS." Crown 8vo, portrait cover. Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post Svo.cl., 3s. 6d. each. 
PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations. 

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du Maurier. 
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Societe, Selected by H. C. Pennell. 

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post8vo Is. each; cloth Is. 6d. each. 
BEYOND THE GATES. | O LD MAID'S PARADISE . [ BURGLARS IN PARADISE. 
JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. W. Reed. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

PIRKIS (C. L.). NOVELS BY. 

TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. 
LADY LOVELACE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. 

THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS. With Six Plates, and aog Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. 7s. «d. 
BONOS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs , Mackarness, Cr, 8vo, c l,, 6s. 

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With Notes andLife 

of Plutarch by J. and W11. Langhorn e. Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, IPs. 6 d. 

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro- 

duction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, must, bds., as. ea. 

THE ROMANCE OF A ST ATION. | THE SOUL O F COUNTESS ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Od. [Shortly. 
CHRISTINA CHARD. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

PRICE (E. C), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
VALENTINA. | TH E FOREIGNERS. I MRS. LANCASTER'S RIVAL. 

GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

PRINCESS OLGA. — RADNA. By Princess Olga. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s . 

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY. 

FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With 55 Illusts. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., lOs. 6d. 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 6s. 
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

PRYCE.— MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. By Richard Pryce. 
Frontispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. 8vo, el., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards., 2s. 

DAMBOSSON.— POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 

of the Institute of France. With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

RANDOLPH.— AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel. By Lt. -Colonel 
George Randolph, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 
PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A.— Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. 6d.— And a Cheap 

Popular Edition of Peg Woffington and Christie Johnstone, the two 

Stories in One Volume, medium 8vo. 6d. ; cloth, Is. 
CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by William Small.— Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. 6d. 
IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwell.— Also a Cheap 

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, portrait cover, 6d. ; cloth, Is. 
COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust. Helen Paterson. 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keene. 
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Keene— Also a 

Cheap Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. ; cloth, Is. 
HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson. 

GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small. 
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by George Du Maurier. 
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes. 
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Cooper 
A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Kate Craufurd. 

THE WANDERING HEIR. Illust. by H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, C. Green, &c. 
A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab. 
GOOD STORIES OF HEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. by E. A. Abbey, &c. 
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash. 
A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by Fred. Barnard. 
READIANA. With a Steel- plate Portrait of Charle s Reade. 
BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, Is. 
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by Walter Besant 

Elzevir Edition. 4 vols., post 8vo, each with Fro nt., cl. ex., gilt top, 14s. the set 

oinrnrtlia FROM THK Wni)K9 (W r.HJRI.ES Rfi»nU rr Rim hiu-brom <Sm. 



20 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, »"-each. 
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARDEN PARTY. | WEIRD STORIES. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 



THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. 
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. 
FAIRY WATER. 



HER MOTHER'S DARLING. 
THE NUN'S CURSE. 
IDLE TALES. 



RIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations. 
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations. 
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With 58 Ulusts. by C. A. Vanderhoqf, &c. 

RIVES.— BARBARA DERING. By Amelie Rives, Author of " The 

Quick or the Dead ? " Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 8s. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Major's Edition.) With 
37 Illustrations by George Cruikshank. Post 8vo, half-bound, 3s. 

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY. 

WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
THE POETS' BIRDS. I THE POETS' BEASTS. 
THE POETS AND NATURE : REPTILES, FISHES, AND INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With 

Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors 

who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror. Handsomely printed, 5s. 

ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth, 8s. oa. each. 

PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 

MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, bds., 3s. ea. ; cl., 8s. Od. ea. 
SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. I GRACE BALMAIGN'S SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. I 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY : " 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6«. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 8s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ea. 



A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY OF THE "OCEAN STAR." 
THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE. 



ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. 

IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. 

A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE_ 

Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. ea. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 8s. ea. ; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. ea. 
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. I MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. 

ALON E ON A WIDE WIDE SEA. 
ON THE FO'K'SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 3s. ; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 

eAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY. 

^ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 

A FELLOW OF TRINITY. Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and Frontispiece. 

THE JUNIOR DEAN. | THE MA STER OF ST. BENEDICT'S. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, Is. 6d. each. 
THE OLD MAID'S SWEE THEART. | MODE ST LITTLE SARA. 
TO HIS OWN MASTER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. [Shortly. 

IN THE FACE OF THE WORLD. Two Vols. 

SALA (G. A.).-GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
SANSON.— SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs 

of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6tl. 

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY. ~~ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
GUY WATERMAN. | TH E LION IN THE PAT H. | THE TWO DREAMERS. 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. I HEART SALVAGE. 

THE HIGH MILLS. I SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
GIDEON'S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 
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SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By 

Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. ; cloth, 3s. fid. 

SECRET OUT, THE : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Enter- 
taining Experiments in Drawing-room or "White Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Oil. 

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY. 

THE COUNTRY OP THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU) and the Highlands 

of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. 
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, it s. 

SENIOR (WM.).— BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6dT 
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN : LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAK E- 

SPEARE. With Illusts., coloured and plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to, 3s. fid . 

SHARP.— CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. By William 
Sharp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

SHELLEY.— THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. Herne 
Shepherd. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 0<I. each. 
POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre- 
spondence withiStockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c. 
Vol. II. Laon and Cythna ; The Cenci ; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 

Atlas; Epipsychidion; Hellas. 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.: 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta- 
tion of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
Vol. II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad.; Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
With a Bibliography f Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 

SHERARD (R. H.).— ROGUES : A Novel, crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. fid." 
SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL 

P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 34 s. 

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 

Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and 

Poetry, Translations, Speeches and Jokes. 10 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, hf.-bound, Vs. 6<1. 
THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed 

on laid paper and half-bound, 3s. 
SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by 
Brander Matthews. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 13s. fid. 

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ- 

ing all those in "Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, P.P. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten 
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7e. 6d. 

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each; cloth limp, 3s. fid. eaca. 
ROGUES AND VAGABONDS. MART JANE MARRIED. 

THE RING 0' BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY. 

MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice Greiffenhagen, 
ZEPH: A Circus Story, &c . | MY TWO WIVES. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. each ; cloth, Is. fid. each. 
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. 
THE DAGOHET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations in 

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by George R. Sims. 
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. | DAGONET DITTIES. 

SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Four 

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d. ; cloth, 6d. 

SKETCHLEY.— A MATCH IN THE DARK. By Arthur Sketchley. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
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SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec- 

dotal. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. fid. 

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY. 

THE PRINCE OP ARGOLIS. With 130 Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6<1. 
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

SOCIETY IN LONDON. By A Foreign Resident. Crown 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth, Is. fid. 

SOCIETY IN PARIS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 
from Count Paul Vasili to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU. By Lord Henry Somerset. 

Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 6s. 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belief 

in the Existence of Devils. ByT. A. Spalding, LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE MYSTERIES OP HERON DYKE. I THE GOLDEN HOOP. 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. | BACK TO LIFE. 

HOODWINKED; and THE SANDY- I THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY. 

CROFT MYSTERY. | BURGO 'S ROMANCE. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. 6d. each. 

A BARREN TITLE. | WIFE OR NO WIFE? 

THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations 

by Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal 

i6mo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

STAUNTON.— THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an 

Analysis of the Openings. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. Wormald, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

STEDMAN (E. C), WORKS BY. 

VICTORIAN POETS. Thirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 

THE POETS OF AMERICA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 

STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE : A Novel. By Robert 

Armitage Sterndale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
TRAYELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis. by Walter Crane, 
AN INLAND VOYAGE. F ourth Edition. With a F rontispiece by Walter Crane. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition. 
THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition. | UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition. 
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition. | BALLADS. 
ACROSS THE PLAINS, wi th other Memories and E ssays. 

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. (From New Arabian 
Nights.) With Six Illustrations by J. Bernard Partridge. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 5s. [Shortly, 

PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

FATHER DAMIEN : An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, Is. ____ 

STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By 

C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d . 

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by Helen and 

Alice Zimmern. Crown 8v o , cloth extra , 3s. fid. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND~IN A COPPER CYLINDER. 

With 19 Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Flor- 
ence Marryat, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
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STRUTT'S^SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 

ENGLAND; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum- 
meries, Shows, i&c, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by 
William Hone. With 140 Illustrati ons. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in " Gulliver's Travels." Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d. 
GULLIVER'S TRAYELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post Bvo, half-bound, 2s. 
JONATH AN SWIFT: A Study. By J.Churton Collins. Crown 8vo. clnth p-»tra. *■'-. 

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C), WORKS BY. 



SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS OF A. 0. 
SWINBURNE. Fcan. Svo, 6s. 

ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

CHASTELARD : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. FIRST SERIES. Crown 
8vo or leap. 8vo, 9s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. Second Series. 
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 93. 

POEMS & BALLADS. THIRD SERIES. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 

SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown Svo, 10s. 8d. 

BOTHWELL : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

GEORGE CHAPMAN. (See Vol. II. of G. CHAP- 
MAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 6s. 

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown 8vo, 12s. 



ERECHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Crown 8to, 8s. 

A NOTE ON CHARLOTTE BRONTE. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 

SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

MARY STUART: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8a. 

TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Crown 8vo, 9s. 

A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Small ito, 8s. 

A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

MARINO FALIERO : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6a. 

A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

MISCELLANIES. Crown 8vo, 12s. 

LOCRINE : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

THE SISTERS : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

ASTROPHEL, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s. 



SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS : In Search of the Picturesque, in 

Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson's Coloured Illus- 
trations, and Lite of the Author by ] . C. Hqtten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. <»<!. 



TAINE'S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by 
Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cl. bds., 30s.— Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15a. 

TAYLOR'S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB : Bur- 

lesqu es of Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, iis. 

TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.SA WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. each. 

THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct 

of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and ioo Illustrations. 

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 33i Illustrations. 

THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 366 Illustrations. 

TAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing " Clancarty," 

"Jeanne Dare," '"Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's 
Wife," "Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion.' 1 Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

* t * The Plays may also be had separately, at Is. each. 

TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 

With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.— Cheap Edition, post 8vo, 
portrait cov er, Is. ; cloth, Is. fid. 

THACKERAY ANA : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 

Sketches by William Makepeace Thackeray. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

THAMES. -A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES. 

B y A. S. Krausse. With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. fid. 

THIERS.-HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRE OF FRANCE 

UNDER NAPOLEON. By A. Thiers. Translated by D. Forbes Campbell and 
John Stebbing. New Edition, reset in a specially-cast type, with 36 Steel Plates. 
12 vols., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 12s. each. (Monthly Volumes, beginning Se pt ember, 1893.) 

THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea. ; post 8vo, 2s. ea. 

THE VIOLIN-PLAYER. | PROUD MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3». 

THOMSON'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro- 

ductio n by Allan Cunningham, an d 48 Illustratio ns. Post 8vo, half-bound, its . 

THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKSl BY? ~ 

THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER. With Illustra- 
tions in Colours. Crow n 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fi d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. ' 
OLD BTORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR THE MARINES. 
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TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. each. 

THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. 

ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impos- 
tures, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical F olk, &c. 48 Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, its. each, 
THE WAY WE LIYE NOW. I MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY. 

FRAU FROHMANN. | MA RION FAY. | THE LAN D-LEAGUERS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
KEPT IN THE DARK. I AMERICAN SENATOR. 
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. | JOHN CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL'S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE (T. A.).— DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8vo, must. bds.Tas. 
TROWBRIDGE. -FARNELL'S FOLLY: A Novel. By J. T. Trow- 

bridge. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

TYTLER (C. C. FRXSER-). -MISTRESS JUDITH : A Novel. By 

C. C. Fraser-Tytler. Crown 8vo, cl oth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, Sis . 

TYTLER~7SARAH)71fCTELS _ BY: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
THE BRIDE'S PASS. I BURIED DIAMONDS. 

LADY BELL. I THE BLA CKHALL GHOSTS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. I BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE DISAPPEARED. | NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 
SAI NT MUNGO'S CITY. | THE HUGUENOT FAMILY. 

(TNDERHILL.— WALTER BESANT : A Study. By John Underhill. 

With Portraits. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, <?s. [Shortly. 

UPWARD. -THE QUEEN AGAINST OWEN. By Allen Upward. 

With Frontispiece by J. S. Cr omptqn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

VASHTI AND ESTHER] By the Writer of "Belle's" Letters in The 
World. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. {Shortly . 

VILLARL— A DOUBLFTBOND. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 8vo, Is. 
WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.). WORKS BY. 

" WALFOKD'S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (1894). Containing- the Descent, 

Birth, Marriage, Education, &c, of 12,000 Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, 

Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, 50s. 
WALFORD'S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1894). Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 12s. 6d. 
WALFORD'S SHILLING PEERAGE (1894). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and 

Irish Peers, &c. ^2mo, cloth, Is. 
WALFORD'S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1894). Containing a List of the Baronets of the United 

Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth. Is. 
WALFORD'S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1894). Containing a List of the Knights of the United 

Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 
WALFORD'S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1894). Containing a List of all the Members of the 

New Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. 32mo, cloth. Is. 
WALFORD S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND HOUSE OF COMMONS 

(1894). Royal 32mo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 

T ALES OF OUR G REAT FAMILI E S. Crown 8YO,""cloth"extra, 3s. 6d. 

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by 
William M. Rossetti. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s. 

WALTON AND COTTON'S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Corf- 

templative Man's Recreation, by Izaak Walton ; and Instructions how to Angle for a 
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Memoirs and Notes 
by S ir Harris Nicolas, and 61 Illust rations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, Ts. 6d. 

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY. 

FIVE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 92 Illustrations by the 
Author, Victor Perard, and W. B. Davis. Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14s. 

MY LIFE WITH STANLEY'S REAR GUARD. With a Map by F. S. Weller, 
F.R.G.S. Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

WARNER.— A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Charles Dudley 
Warner. Crown 8vo cloth extra 6s. 
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WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59 

Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. 2s. 
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including 
Que en Elizabeth's Signature and the Great Seal. 2s. 

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY. 

THE DAFFODILS. Crown 8vo , Is. ; cloth , Is. 6 d. 

THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS. By Aaron Watson and Lillias Wassermann. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC- 

TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6<1. 



WESTALL (William).— TRUST-MONEY. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
WHIST. -HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By Abraham S. Wilks 

and Charles F. Pardon. New Edition. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

WHITE.— THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By Gilbert 

White, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY. 

SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6tl. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Musts. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
A VINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With over 40 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
clo th extra, 12s. 6d. 

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).— A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 

CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 259 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous Ulusts. Cr.8vo, cl. ex., 6s. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Musts. Cr. 8vo, Is.; cl., ls.6d. 
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

WINTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

CAVALRY LIFE. jJREGIMENTAL LEGENDS. 

A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With 34 Illustrations byE. G.Thomson and E. Stuart 
Hardy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

WISSMANN.-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA. By Hermann von Wissmann. With 92 Illusts. Demy 8vo , 16s. 

WOOD.— SABINA : A Novel. By Lady Wood. Post 8vo, boards, 2 s. 

WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. each. ~~ 
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, Love and Theology. By 

Celia Parker Woolley. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. (id. 

WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra" 7s. 6d. each. 
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c. 
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA- 
TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

WYNMAN MY FLIRTATIONS. By Margaret Wynman. With 13 

Illustrations by J. Bernard Partridge. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. 

VATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A LA ND AT LAST. | THE FORLORN HOPE. | CASTAWAY. 

(EMILE), NOVELS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
THE DOWNFALL. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. Fourth Edition, Revised. 
THE DREAM. Translated by Eliza Chase. With 8 Illustrations by Jeanniot. 
DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. With Portrait of the Author. 
MONEY. Translated by Ern est A . Vizetelly. 
EMILE ZOLA: A Biography. By~RrH7SHERARD. With Portraits, Illustrations. 

and Facsimile Letter. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 



ZOLA 



26 



BOOKS PUBLISHED or 



LISTS OF BOO KS CLASSIFI ED IN SERIES. 

%* For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-25. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gel. per Volume. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacob Larwood. 
Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Henry S. Leigh. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton, 
Ourselves. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes & Players. By R. Macgregor. 
Hew Paul and Virginia. W.H.Mallock. 
New Republic. By W. H. Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. Pennell. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C. Pennell. 
Muses of Mayfair. Ed. H. C. Pennell. 
Thoreau : His Life & Aims. By H. A. Page. 
Puniana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Puniana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. 
By Stream and Sea. By Wm. Senior. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book. 
By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 



THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. 

A Journey Round My Room. By Xavier 

DE WAISTRE, 

Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times." 

Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of 
" Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy." 

Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 

W. S. Gilbert's Plays. First Series. 

W. S. Gilbert's Plays. Second Series. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 

Curiosities of Criticism. H.J.Jennings. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. 

Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 

Little Essays: trom Lamb's Letters. 



THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. 
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's Ballad History of England. 
Bennett's Songs for Sailors. 
Godwin's Lives of the Necromancers. 
Pope's Poetical Works. 
H olmes's Autocrat of Breakfast Tab le. 

THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY. 
Wanderings in Patagonia. By Julius 

Beerbohm. Illustrated. 
Camp Notes. By Frederick Boyle. 
Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 
Merrie England in the Olden Time. By 

G. Daniel. Illustrated by Cruikshank. 
Circus Life. By Thomas Frost. 
Lives of the Conjurers. Thomas Frost. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London 

Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
Low-Life Deeps. By James Greenwood. 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume. 
Jesse's Scenes of Country Life. 
Leigh Hunt's Tale for a Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's Mort d'Arthur: Selections. 
Pascal's Provincial Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's Maxims & Reflections. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6«1. each. 
Wilds of London. James Greenwood. 
Tunis. Chev. Hesse-Wartegg. 22 Illusts. 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
World Behind the Scenes. P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. 
The Genial Showman. By E. P. Hingston 
Story of London Parks. Jacob Larwood. 
London Characters. By Henry May hew. 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 
Summer Cruising in the South Seas. 

By C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated. 



POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 



Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, Bret Harte. 
Twins of Table Mountain. Bret Harte. 
Snow-bound at Eagle's. By Bret Harte. 
A Day's Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
Esther's Glove. ByR. E. Francillon, 
Sentenced ! By Somerville Gibney. 
The Professor's Wife. By L. Graham. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Niagara Spray. By J. Hollingshead. 
& Romance of the Queen's Hounds. By 

Charles James. 
Garden that Paid Rent. Tom Jerrold. 
Cut by the Mess. By Arthur Keyser. 
Teresa Itasca. By A. MacAlpine. 
Our Sensation Novel. J. H. McCarthy. 
Dooml By Justin H. McCarthy. 
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarthy. 



Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarthy. 
Was She Good or Bad? By W. Minto. 
Motes from the "News." ByjAs. Pf.\x. 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps. 
Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S. Phelps. 
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S. Phelps. 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Phelps. 
Trooping with Crows. By C L. Pirkis. 
Bible Characters. By Charles Reade. 
Rogues. By R. H. Sherard. 
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims. 
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims 
Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. Speight. 
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Speight. 
Father Damien. By R. L. Stevenson. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
My Life with Stanley's Rear Guard. Bj 
Herbert Ward. 



HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, Is. 6<1. each. 
The Old Maid's Sweetheart. A. St.Aubyn I Taken from the Enemy. H. Newbolt. 
Modest Little Sara. Alan St.Aubyn. | A Lost Soul. By W. L. Alden. 
Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M.E.Coleridge. | Dr. Palliser's Patient. Grant Allen. 
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MY LIBRARY. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburgbe, 2s. 6tl. each. 
Four Frenchwomen. By Austin Dobson. I Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reade. 
Citation and Examination of William With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 

Shakspeare. By W. S. Landor. Peg Wofflngton. By Charles Reade. 

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. 1 The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. 

THE POCKET LIBRARY. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each. 
The Essays of Elia. By Charles Lamb. —.-...-.-—-. ..... 

Robinson Crusoe. Illust. G. Cruikshank, 
Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 

With 85 Illustrations. 
The Barber's Chair, &c. By D. Jerrold. 
Gastronomy. ByBRiLLAT-SAVARiN. 
The Epicurean, &c. By Thomas Moore. 
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Ed. E. Ollier. 



White's Natural History of Selborne. 

Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean Swift. 

Plays. By Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 

Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwood. 

Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
and The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table. By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Library Editions of Novels, many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 



By F. M. ALLEN. 
Green as Grass. 

By CKAIYT ALLEN. 



Philistia. 
Babylon. 
Strange Stories. 
Beckoning Hand. 
In all Shades. 



The Tents of Shem. 
For Maimie's Sake. 
The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Great Taboo. 



Dumaresq's Daughter. | Blood Royal. 

The Duchess of Powysland. 

Ivan Greet's Masterpiece. | Scallywag. 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD, 
Phra the Phoenician. 
The Constable of St. Nicholas. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean. 
The Master of St. Benedict's. 
To his Own Master. 
By Rev. 8. BARING OOIILD 
Red Spider. I Eve. 

By ROBERT BARR. 
In Steamer Chair | From Whose Bourne 

By FRANK BAiiRETT. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 

"BELLE,"- Yashti and Esther. 

By AV. BESANT & J. RICE. 
My Little Girl. By Celia's Arbour. 

Case of Mr.Lucraft. Monks of Thelema, 
This Son of Vulcan. The Seamy Side. 
Golden Butterfly. Ten Years' Tenant. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

By WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. I Herr Paulus. 
All in a Garden Fair | The Ivory Gate. 
The World Went Yery Well Then. 
For Faith and Freedom. | Rebel Queen. 
Dorothy Forster. j The Holy Rose. 
Uncle Jack. | Armorel of Lyon- 

ChildrenofGibeon. j esse. 



St. Katherine's by 
the Tower. 



Bell of St. Paul's. 
To Call Her Mine. 
Yerbena Camellia Stephanotis. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

The Shadow of the Sword. | Matt. 
A Child of Nature. | Heir of Linne. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
God and the Man. 1 The New Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. Foxglove Manor. 
Annan Water. I Master of the Mine. 
Woman and the Man. 



By HALL CAlNE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. I The Deemster. 
By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Red Sultan. 

JIOBT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 

Transmigration. | Blacksmith&Scholar. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 



You Play Me False. 
: COLLINS. 

The Frozen Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
Law and the Lady. 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
"I Say No." 
Little Novels. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain 
A Rogue's Life. 
Blind Love. 



Yillage Comedy. 

By WILKIE 

Armadale. 
After Dark. 
No Name. 
Antonina. I Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs? 
New Magdalen. 

By BUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 
E. H. COOPER.- Geoff. Hamilton. 

By V. CECIL COTES. 
Two Girls on a Barge. 

By MATT CRIM. 
Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. J?I. CROKER. 
Diana Barrington. PrettyMiss Neville. 
Proper Pride. A Bird of Passage. 

A FamilyLikeness. " To Let." 

By WILLIAM CXJPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 
Mr. Sadler's Daughters. 

By EKASMCS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of Youth. 

By JA1T1E8 DE MILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

By J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Man from Manchester. 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm of Girdlestone. 
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWAKDE8, 
Archie Lovell. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— continued. 

By G. MANV1LLE FENN. 
The New Mistress. I Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. | 

By PEKC1 FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

By B. E. FRANC1LLON. 



Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 

Dog & his Shadow. 



A Real Queen. 

King or Knave. 

Ropes of Sand. 



Pref. by Sir BABTLE FKERE, 
Pandurang Hari. 

ED. «AKBETT.-lhe Capel Girls. 
PAUL GAULOT.- The Red Shirts. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft. 

Lovii.g '-' Dream. | Of High Degree. 
The Flower of the Forest. 

By E. GLANV1LLE. 
The Lost Heiress. I The Fossicker. 
A Fair Colonist. 

By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 

By CECIL GKIFFITH. 
Corinthia Marazion. 

By SYDNEY GBUNDY. 
The Days of his Yanity. 

By THOMAS HARDY 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BBET HABTE. 
A Waif of the Plains. | Sally Dows. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client. | Susy. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. Dust. 

Ellice Quentln. Fortune's Fool. 

Sebastian Strome. Beatrix Randolph. 
David Poindexter's Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 
By Sir A. HELPS.— Ivan de Biron. 
1, HENDEBSON.— Agatha Page. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
Lady Yerner's Flight. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet. 
By R. ASHE ICING. 
A Drawn Game. 
•'The Wearing of the Green." 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. lone. 
Under which Lord? Paston Carew. 
"My Love!" Sowing the Wind' 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
By H. W. LUC V.— Gideon Fleyce. 

By jcstin McCarthy 



A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 



Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
Camiola. 



The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. | Red Diamonds 
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator. 
The Comet of a Season. 

By GEOBGE MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. 

By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

By BEBTBAM MITFORD. 
The Gun-Runner. I The King's Assegai. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 



The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— continued. 
By D. CHRISTIE MUBBAY. 

Life's Atonement. I Yal Strange. 

Joseph's Coat. Hearts. 

Coals of Fire. | A Model Father. 

Old Blazer's Hero. | Time's Revenges. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular. I Cynic Fortune. 

The Way of the World. I A Wasted 

Bob Martin's Little Girl. I Crime. 
By MUBBAY & HEBMAN. 

The Bishops' Bible. | Paul Jones's Alias. 

One Traveller Returns. 

By HUME NBSBET.— " Bail Up 1" 
By G. OHNET.— A Weird Gift. 
By OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage, 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemalne's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. | Puck. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. I Signa. 
Princess Naprax- 

ine. 

By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAVN. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Peril and Privation. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge 
The Canon's Ward 
Walter's Word. 



Two Little Wooden 

Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. I Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
AYillage Commune 
Bimbi. | Wanda. 
Frescoes. | Othmar. 
In Maremma. 
Syrlin.l Guilderoy. 
Santa Barbara. 



By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
From Exile. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
Talk of the Town, 



Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Only. 
The Burnt Million. 
The Word and the 

Will. 
Sunny Stories. 
A Trying Patient. 



By Mrs. CAMPBELL PKAEI!. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. 

By E. C. PRICE. 

Yalentina. j The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

Uy RICHARD PBVC'E. 

Miss Maxwell's Affections. 

Ky CHARLES KEAUE, 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself in his Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. | The Jilt. 

Singleheart and Doubleiace. 

Good Stories of Men and other Animals. 



Hard Cash 
Peg Woffington. 
Christie J ohnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Foul Play, 



Wandering Heir. 

A Woman-Hater. 

A Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A Perilous Secret. 



By Mrs. J. H. RID9ELL, 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 
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By AIM it LIB RIVES. 
larbara Dering. 

Ilr F. W. ROBINSON. 
he Hands of Justice. 

By W. (!LAKK RUSSELL. 
icean Tragedy. | My Shipmate Louise, 
lone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
iuy Waterman. I Two Dreamers, 
iound to Wheel. | Lion in the Path. 
ty KATHARINE SAUIVBISUS, 
largaret and Elizabeth, 
iideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage, 
he High Mills. | Sebastian. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 
'he Afghan Knife. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
>roud Maisie. I The Violin-player. 

Jy FRANCES E. TROLLOFE. 
like Ships upon the Sea. 
Lnne Purness. | Mabel's Progress. 
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I he Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— continued. 
By IVAN TURGENIEFF, <Jtc. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By ANTIIONV TROLLOFE. 
Frau Frohmann. I Land-Leaguers. 
Marlon Fay. | The Way We Live Now. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

By C. C. FRASER-1YTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TVTLER. 
The Bride's Pass. I Lady Bell. 
Burled Diamonds. | Blackhall Ghosts. 

By IIAKK TWAIN. 
The American Claimant. 
The £1,000,000 Bank-note. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. 

By AJLLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen against Owen. 

By JT. S. WINTER. 
A Soldier's Children. 

By MA RG ARE T W V NM AN. 
My Flirtations. 

By E. ZOLA. 
The Downfall. I Dr. Pascal. 
The Dream. | Money. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 
By ARTEMUS WARD. 
Lrtemus Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Jarr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 
By MARY ALBERT. 
Srooke Flnchley's Daughter. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

Maid, WIfe.or Widow? | Valerie' Fate 

By GRANT ALLEN. 

Strange Stories, 

Philistia. 

Babylon 



The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
In all Shades. 
The "Beckoning Hand. | Blood Royal. 
For Maimie's Sake. | Tents of Shem. 
Great Taboo. | Dumaresq's Daughter. 
The Duchess of Powysland. 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD, 
Phra the Phoenician. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean. 
The Master of St. Benedict's. 
By ReT. S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. | Eve. 

By FRANK BARRETT. 
Fettered for Life. | Little Lady Linton. 
Between Life and Death. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
Folly Morrison. IHontjt Davie. 
Lieut. Barnabas. A Prodigal's Progress. 
Found Guilty. I A Recoiling Vengeance. 
For Love and Honour. 
John Ford ; and His Helpmate. 
By W. BESANT & J. RIVE. 



This Son of Vulcan. 
Hy Little Girl. 
Case of Mr.Lucraft 
Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
■Twa» In Trafalgar's Bay. 
Ih« Chaplain of the Fleet. 



By Celia's Arbour. 
Monks of Thelema. 
The Seamy Side. 
Ten Years' Tenant. 



POPULAR NOVELS. 

boards, 2s. each. 

By WALTER BESANT. 

Dorothy Forster. I Uncle Jack. 

Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

The Captains' Room. 

All in a Garden Fair. 

The World Went Very Well Then. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

To Call Her Mine. 

The Bell of St. Paul's. I The Holy Rose. 

Armorel of Lyonesse. | The Ivory Gate. 

St. Katherine's by the Tower. 

Verbena Camellia Stephanotis. 

BySHELSLE Y BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley Grange. 

By AMBROSE BIERCE. 
In the Midst of Life. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 

Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

By BRET ISARTE. 
Californian Stories. | Gabriel Conroy. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. I Flip. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp. | Maruja. 
A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

By HAROLD BRYDGES. 
Uncle Sam at Home. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



The Martyrdom of 

Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 
The Heir of Linne. 



The Shadow of the 

Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the "Black Prince." 
By Mrs. LOVETT CAME K ON. 
Deceivers Ever. I Juliet's Guardian 
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Two-Shilling Novels — continued. 
By AUSTIN GLARE. 
For the Love of a Lass. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

MORT. & PRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
Fight with Fortune. | Village Comedy. 
Sweet and Twenty. | You Play me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. | Frances. 
By WILK1E COLLINS. 



My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
"I Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 



Armadale, 
After Dark. 
No Name. 
Antonina. | Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
Miss or Mrs ? 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
Haunted Hotel. 
A Rogue's Life. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUIV. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 

By BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

By C. EGBERT CRAOBOCK. 
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

By MATT CROl. 
Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By B. M. CROKER. 
Pretty Miss Neville. I Bird of Passage. 
Diana Barrington. I Proper Pride. 
"To Let." I A Family Likeness. 

Bv W. CYl'LES — Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPBIONSE DAVDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of Youth. 

By JAMES BE MILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

By J. LEITH BERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

By CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man-Hunter. | Caught at Lastl 
Tracked and Taken. | Wanted I 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
The Man from Manchester. 
A Detective's Triumph's. 
In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information Received. 
Tracked to Doom. | Link by Link. 
Suspicion Aroused. 
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 
By M. BETHAM-EBWARBS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

By EDW. EGGLESTON.— Roxy. 

By G. MANVILLE EENN. 
The New Mistress. 



Two-Shilling Novels — continued. 

By PERCI FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. I Polly. 

Never Forgotten. I Fatal Zero, 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
By P. FITZGERALD and others. 
Strange Secrets. 

ALBANY BE FONBLANQ.UE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 



Olympia. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 



Queen Cophetua. 
King or Knave? 
Romances of Law. 



By HAROLD FREDERICK. 

Seth's Brother's Wife. | Lawton Girl. 
Fief, by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 
IIAIN FRlSWELL.-One of Two. 

By EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

By GILBERT GAUL. 
A Strange Manuscript. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 



In Honour Bound. 
Flower of Forest. 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 



Robin Gray. 
Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World Say? 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green. 
Queen of Meadow. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. I James Duke. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 

By ERNEST GLANVfJLI-E. 
The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker. 
Ry HENRY GREVILLE. 
A Noble Woman. | Nikanor. 

By CECIL GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia Marazion. 

By JOHN HABBERTON. 
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck. 

By AND RE W HALLIBAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 

By Lady BUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter s Sacrifice. 

By THOMAS HARBY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. Sebastian Strome. 

Ellice Quentin. Dust. 
Fortune's Fool. Beatrix Randolph. 

Miss Cadogna. Love— or a Name. 

David Poindexter's Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 

By HENRY HERMAN. 
A Leading Lady. 

By HEADON HILL. 
Zambra the Detective. 
By JOHN »JILL.— Treason-Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Lover's Creed. 
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Two-Shilling Novels— continued. 
By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 
Tba House of Raby. 

By TIGHE HOPKINS. 

Tvlxt Love and Duty. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORB. 

A Maiden all Forlorn. 
In Durance VUe. A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. A Modern Circe. 

By .Hrs.AIiFRKU IIBKT. 
Thornicroft's Model. I Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. I Leaden Casket. 

By JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

Wll, .1 \ MESON.— My Dead Self. 

By HARRIETT .IAV. 

Dark Colleen. | Queen of Connaught. 

By MARK. KHKSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

By B. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. I Passion's Slave. 
"The Wearing of the Green." 
Bell Barry. 

By JOHN LEYS.— The Lindsays. 
By E. LYNN LINTON. 



Paston Carew. 
"My Love!" 
lone. 



McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. 
Maid of AthenSt 
Caraiola. 



Patricia Kemball, 

World Well Lost. 

UnderwhichLord? 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

Sowing the Wind. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Hiss Misanthrope. 
Dear Lady Disdain 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
The Comet of a Season. 

By HUGH lUAtCOLL. 
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 
A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. 

By FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open I Sesame! | Fighting the Air. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
Written in Fire. 

By J. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 
By BRANBER MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

By LKONARB MERRICK. 

The Han who was Good. 

Ry JEAN MIBBLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 

Ry Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt Rectory. 

By J. E. MUBBOCK. 

Stories Weird and Wonderful. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. 
By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

One Traveller Returns. 

Paul Jones'! Alias. | The Bishops' Bible. 



Two-Shilling Novels — continued. 
By O. CB1RBSTIH MURRAY. 

A Model Father, j Old Blazer's Hero. 

■Joseph's Coat. I Hearts. 

Coals of Fire. Way of the World. 

Val Strange. | Cynic Fortune. 

A Life's Atonement. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular. 

Bob Martin's Little Girl. 

By IBEIVKV MURRAY. 
A Game of Bluff. | A Song of Sixpence. 

Bv UUME NISBKT. 
"Bail Up!" I Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. 

By ALICE O'HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. | Chance? or Fate? 

By GEORGES OMNET. 
Dr. Rameau. | Last Love. | Weird Gift. 

By Mrs. OL1PHANT. 
Whiteladies. | The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Heiress in England. 
By Mis. ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

By OUIBA. 



Held in Bondage, 
Strathmore. 
Chandos. | Idalia. 
Under Two Flags. 
CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. | Puck. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders, 
Pascarel. 

Signa. [Ine. 

Princess Naprax- 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne, 



Two Little Wooden 

Shoes. 
Friendship. 
Moths. I Birabi. 
Plpistrello. [mune. 
A Village Com- 
Wanda. I Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In Maremma. 
Guilderoy. 
Rufflno. I Syrlin. 
Santa Barbara. 
Ouida's Wisdom, 

Wit, and Pathos. 



MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 

Gentle and Simple. 

Ry JAMES PAYN. 
Bentlnck's Tutor. By Proxy.l 



Murphy's Master, 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

Glyffards of Clyffe. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

Humorous Stories. 

£200 Reward. 

Marine Residence. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Less Black than We're Painted 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

The Mystery of Mirbridge. 

The Word and the Will. 

A Prince of the Blood. 



Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 
From Exile. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit. 

The Canon's Ward 
Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
What He Cost Her. 
Confidential Agent. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Burnt Million. 
Sunny Stories. 
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i wu-oiu^l.kmj iNuvti^b— continued. 
By ft. I.. PIBKls. 

Lady Lovelace. 

fir EEGAB A. POE. 

The Mystary of Marie Roget. 
SSy Mi\*. UA1TIPBELL PRAED. 

The Romance of a Station. 

The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
JBy E. ft. i'RlliB. 

Valentina. [ The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. | Gerald. 
By KICHAKU PKFCE. 

I'iss Maxwell's Affections. 

JBy CHARLES READE. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Christie Johnstone. | Double Marriage. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. | The Jilt. 

Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. | Foul Play. 

The Wandering Heir. | Hard Cash. 

Singleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Men and other Animals. 

Peg Wofflngton. A Simpleton. 

Griffith Gaunt. Beadiana. 

A Perilous Secret. A Woman-Hater. 
JBy Mrs. J. II. RIDDELL. 

Weird Stories. | Fairy Water. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

The Uninhabited House. 

The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 

The Nun's Curse. | Idle Tales. 
By AMELIE RIVES. 

Barbara Dering. 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

By JAMES RUNCIMAN. 

Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart. 

Schools and Scholars. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Bound the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the "Ocean Star." 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
The Lion in the Path. 

Rtv KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. I Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. | Sebastian. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 

By GEORGE R. SIMS. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. | Dramas of Life. 
Tinkletop's Crime. 
Zeph. | My Two Wives. 



Two-jhilling Novels — continued. 

By ARTHUR 8KET€HLE1, 
A Match in the Dark. 

By HAWbEI SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 

By T. W. SPEIGHT.; 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
The Golden Hoop. I By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked, &c. | Baok to Life. 
The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo'g Romance. 

Ry B. A. 8TERNDALE, 
The Afghan Knife. 

.t By „ B - H-OPIS STEVENSON. 

New Arabian Nights. I Prince Otto. 
BV BERTHA THOMAS. 

Cressida. | Proud Maisie. | Violin-player. 

By WALTER THORNBURV. 
Tales for Marines. | Old Stories Retold. 

T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cat Diamond. 
By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. J Mabel's Progress. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Fran Frohmann. I Kept in the Dark, 
Marion Fay. | John Caldigate. 

Way We Live Now. | Land-Leaguers. 
The American Senator. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 

By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell's Folly. 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 
By MARK TWAIN. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent. 
The Gilded Age. | Huckleberry Finn. 
Mark Twain's Sketches. 
Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad. 

The Stolen White Elephant. 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. 

By C. C. FRASER-TVTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 
The Bride's Pass. I Noblesse Oblige. 
Buried Diamonds. | Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo's City. I Huguenot Family. 
Lady Bell. | Blackhall Ghosts. 

What She Came Through. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Citoyenne Jaqueline. 

By AARON WATSON and 
JLILLIAS WASSEBMANN. 
The Marquis of Carabas. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 
Trust-Money. 

By Mrs. F. II. WILLIAMSON. 
A Child Widow. 

By J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 

By H. F. WOOD. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 
By Lady WOOD.— Sabina. 
CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 
Rachel Armstrong; or, Love & Theology 

By EDMUND YATES. 
The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last. 
Castaway. 
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ESTABLISHED 185 J. 

BIRKBECK BANK, 

Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London. 

TWO-AND-A-HALF per CENT. INTEREST allowed on DEPOSITS, 
repayable on demand. 

TWO per CENT, on CURRENT ACCOUNTS, on the minimum 
monthly balances, when not drawn below £100. 

STOCKS, SHARES, and ANNUITIES purchased and sold. 

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT. 

For the encouragement of Thrift, the Bank receives small sums on 
deposit, and allows Interest monthly on each completed £1. 



BIRKBECK BUILDING SOCIETY. 

HOW TO PURCHASE A HOUSE for Two Guineas per Month. 

BIRKBECK FREEHOLD LAND SOCIETY. 

HOW TO PURCHASE A PLOT OP LAND for Five Shillings 

per Month. 
The BIRKBECK ALMANACK, with full particulars, post free. 
FRANCIS RAVENSCROFT, Manager. 

OSBORNE, BAUER and CHEESEMAN'S 

('Rr.KRRlTED SPECIALTIES, 

IT SOFTENS & IMPROVES 

THE HANDS, 
FACE AND SKIN 

GENERALLY. 
Sold by all Chemists and 
Stores, in Metallic Tubes, 
6d. and Is, Sample, post 
free, tor 6 or 12 Stamps 
from the Sole Manufacturers. 




Prevent CHAPS anil Roughness of the Shin by using 



Ci 



SOAP. 
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GLYMIEL 

(Registered.) 

A refined and delicately perfumed Toilet Soap, possessing all the properties of 
the world renowned and celebrated "Glycerine and Honey Jelly." Admitted to 
be the leading preparation for softening and improving the Skin of old and young. 

Useful in all seasons. 

Price 6d. per Tablet, or Three Tablets in Box, Is. 6d., post free on receipt of stamps. 

Sold by all Chemists, Perfumers and Stores. Prepared only by 

OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN, Perfumers to the Queen, 

Sole Proprietors of " The Incomparable Smelling Salts " (as supplied to the 
Oueen) "Baby's 8oap, ' specially prepared for Children or Adults with Tender 
bkin, 6d., " Bauer's Head (and Bath) Soap," " Nafatha Soap " for Tender Feet, &c. 

19, GOLDEN SQUARE, REGENT STREET, LONDON, W. 
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Awarded Six Gold and Prize Medals, 1884, the only 
Year we have Exhibited. 



LORIMER'S 

LORIMER'S COCA WINE. 

For Drowsiness, Hunger, Fatigue, Exhaustion, Nervous Disorders, Indiges- 
tion, Debility, and all who feel below par. 

A Retired Aged Gentleman writes — " I was led to try Lorimer's Coca Wine, and 
the effect was simply marvellous. My pulse rose to its old rate of 64, in a few days 
my appetite returned, and I have not known fatigue since, thoueh out in my garden 
seven or eight hours every day. In fact, I am stronger now than I have been during 
the past five years, and the blessing I feel it. no tongue can tell. My whole 

frame thrills with gratitude."* 

The original letter may be seen at our office, but we ^re not at liberty to publish 
the writer's name. 

Invaluable, alike for the Robust or Invalids. 

HOUSEHOLD 

PARRISH'S 

GOLD MEDAL CHEMICAL FOOD. 

CAUTION.— The only Chemical Food officially recognised as " Parrish'S " by a 
jury of Medical Experts is "Parrish'S GOLD MEDAL ohemical Food." The pro- 
prietors would respectfully ask the public to refuse all substitutes and highly-injuri- 
ous imitations, and to see their name is on the label. 




FORTS 



LORIMERS 

COMPOUND SYRUP OF THE HYPOPHOSPHITES. 

. Recommended by the Medical Profession throughout the World for Us 
Vitalising and Strengthening Powers. 

" Newcastle-on-Tyne, February 26th, 1887. 
" For two months I have been suffering from SCIATICA, the result of overwork, 
over worry and exposure, and for some time was so bad as to be unable to put foot 
to ground. . . I consider myself almost entirely indebted to your Syr. 
Hypophosph. Co. for the rapidity of my convalescence. Yours faithfully, 

, M.B., CM." 

SOLD EVERYWHERE. 



Sole Proprietors and Manufacturers .'•— 

LORIMER & CO., Britannia Row, London, N. 
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SPECIALITIES 



Sent Abroad by Parcels Post at Current Pates, 
FROM THE LABORATORY OF 



THOMAS JACKSON, 

s /o7?] Strangeways, MANCHESTER. [1894. 



JACKSON'S BENZINE RECT. 

** At 6d., Is. and 2s. 6d. ; by Parcels Post, 3d. extra. 

For taking out Grease, Oil, Paint, &c, from all absorbent fabrics. Dress or 
Drapery, Kids, Books and Manuscript it cleans with equal success, 

HIGHEST A1ATARD 

AT THE 

WORLD'S FAIR, CHICAGO, 1893. 



H.R.H. 

PRINCE 

ALBERT'S 

CACHOUX. 




Price SIXPENCE. 

by Inland 

Post 

SEVENPENCE. 



Dainty Morsels in the form of Tiny Silver Bullets, which 
dissolve in the mouth and surrender to the breath their 
hidden fragrance. 

TACKSON'S Chinese Diamond CEMENT. 






At 6d. and Is. ; by Inland Post for Is. 2d. 

For Mending every article of Ornament or Furniture, Glass, China, 
Earthenware and What Not. 



TACKSON'S RUSMA. 






At Is. ; by Inland Post for Is. 2d. 



For Removal of Hair from the Arms, Neck or Face, without the use of the razor, 
as well as Sunburn or Tan from the Skin. 

Sold by the Principal Druggists at Home and Abroad. 
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TWENTY HIGHEST AWARDS, 



pEARS 

SOAP MAKERS 

"By Special appointment 






TO HER 




MAJESTY 
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AND 
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HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE 










PR!NCEofW. 
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EDMUNO EVANS, ENGRAVCT AND PRINTER. RACQUET COURT, F'.EaT STREET. LONDON, *.&, 



